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COUNTESS DE saNcERRE. 


FP 1. E r r * R xn. 


| Is Received n two laſt tuen together; 
on the firſt peruſal of which I began to 
be angry with you; throwing them 
down and taking them up again ſeveral 
times, before I could enter on a diſ- 
paſſionate. examination of them. In re- 
gecting; however, on your exceptionable 
expreſſions, I conceived that ſo affectionate 
dd. could. not mean to afflict, and 

much leſs to affront, me, . Ipecomh 
o woo 


2 LzTTERS of the 
often gives offence to high - ſpirited 
minds, but always perfuades the jnſt 
and ſenſible. I have followed your ad- 
vice; and, with the p/amb-line in my 
band, have ſounded the depth of my 
heart. Alas! my dear Count, it is too 
true, —How ſhall J fay it? How ſhall : 
J confeſs it But, ſo it is, my heart 
hath ſpoken to me; it hath 2 — 
exactly as you did. | 
After having refuſed ſo many diſtin- 
guiſhed matches; after having declared 
ſo great a love of liberty, after having 
reſiſted ſuch preſſing ſolicitudes, avoided 
ſuch dangerous ſnares! Have I at laſt 
ſtumbled on that fatal criſis in which 
my reaſon ſhould abandon me, my hap- 
pineſs ſhould be deſtroyed, and' that 
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confidence which I arrogantly put in 
my own ſtrength, ſhould be reduced 
to nothing! | 
The Marquis de Montalais either 
pleaſes me, or will pleaſe me, do you ſay 2 
Ah! why have I no ſuch doubt in my 
| heart! M. de Montalais really does pleaſe 
me. I confeſs it without diſguiſe ; when 
I can bluſh by myſelf, I am not afraid 

of bluſhing before another perſon. 

My ſituation is melancholy; it is 
cruel! What can I expect from an 
uſeleſs paſſion, a blameable inclination, 
a ſentiment which mult ever be accom- 
panied with bitterneſs? Secret reproaches, 
fruitleſs deſires, ſhame, remorſe, 
and perhaps one day an unjuſt. and. 
groundleſs jealouſy ; ſuch. are the emo- 
B 2 tions 


* — 
* 


4 
tions which it is natural for love to 
excite in the heart of your weak friend. 
Alas! if it ſhould ever change my cha- 
racter! If it ſhould ever induce me to 
think like Madam de Cezanes ! If ever 
1 ſhould Warane contemptible in my 


Lor IAS of the 


from aſa as to look. upon that as a 


| bleſſing Far, far be from me that 


e idea. 

He ought to have been imm 1 
avoided! I would have done it. But 
ſo many ſlight obſtacles oppoſed that 


deſign; a thouſand little decorums re- 


ſtrained me: perhaps I took a plea- 
ſure in increaſing their number: per- 


haps 1 even concealed from myſelf. 


We” pleaſure I felt in Raying where 
I was. 


/ 
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I was. JT fhould have ſhunned the 
Marquis ! How could I have ſhunned 
him? Connected as he was with all 
my friends, I found him conſtantly | 
at their houſes; under what pretext 
could T ſhut my door againſt a 
man of his rank and merit? againſt 
fo near a relation to Count de Piennes 
and Madam de Comminges ? againit 
the eſtimable friend of Madam de Mar- 
tigues? Shall I tell you all? Certain 
fattering illuſions: were ſometimes mixed 
with the diſquietude 1 felt at heart. 
I often accuſed” myſelf of too much ſe- 
verity; my foul already ſeduced, at- 
tached itſelf to new reflections; I was 
induced to look with complacence upon 
all who were about me; I ſaw every 
: > body 
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body of my acquaintance animated and 
rendered happy by love! On which 


1 ſaid to myſelf; Why ſhould a ſen- 


timent ſo natural, a paſſion ſo delightful, 
be an object of terrour to me ? Can 
it always tend to debaſement ? Is it 
impoſſible to cheriſh it, without giving 
oneſelf up to it indecently, without 
paſting the bounds which honour pre- 


ſcribes? Mult a preference juſtly given 


to an eſtimable man, neceſſarily hurry 


us into a vicious exceſs ?—Tell me, 


my dear Count, do you think it im- 


poſſible to find this purity of affection, 
this diſcreet, diſintereſted paſſion in 


ſuch a ſoul as that of the Marquis de 


Sed” ** "4 


Montalais ?—Nay, let me have none 
of your raillery, I am neither fooliſh 
nor 
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nor romantic. Is it going too far to 
ſuppoſe a worthy man poſſeſſed of my 
manner of thinking on theſe occaſions? 
If you ſay it is, you muſt give up at 
once the pretended ſuperiority of your 
ſex. oF 
It is very certain at leaſt, that no 
raſh and preſumptuous hope attracts the 
Marquis's attention to me; he does 
not conceive me to be one of thoſe 
imprudent women. —Alas! how do I 
know that? My prepoſſeſſion in his 
favour is my only ſecurity; it is this 
which imputes to him ſuch good qua- 
 Iities, ſuch virtues. —But, no, his ſilence, 
his reſpect, his continual reſerve and 
and attention to hide the emotions of 
his heart—And yet he is not at liberty; 
EE 


e Bs SOA Ac are oe - mon —.— 


* By from _him? What has he fait 


8 5 LETTER of or tie 
he loves me, and has been bold enough 


to own it to Madam de Martigues; 
in time perhaps he may venture farther; 
his. looks have ſpoken too expreſſively to 
me already. — Ah, why did Madam de 


Martigues withdraw the curtain which I 
took a pleaſure in having before my eyes! 


Why did ſhe tell me ?—My friend, 
I will follow your advice. I ought to 
ſhun M. de Montalais; he muſt be 
avoided; I Yu: ſet out; z yes, I 


muſt indeed. 
Set out! Leave is See him no 


more! Never hope to meet him again! 
Renounce the pleaſure | of converſing 
with him !—Ab ! Why? What reaſon 


has he given me to be afraid of him, 


ro 


\ 
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to me? What is his crime? How | 
ſevere is reaſon, how imperiors; and at 
the ſame time how well! It'adviſes, 
but cannot determine me; it hxes our 
ideas on the worſt ſide of things, it 
requires us to make a {acrifice of every 
thing that is agreable to vs. I hate this 
reaſon 3 but will: nevertheleſs yield to 
it. Yes, my dear Count, I will do 
it, tho T lament that T am obliged 
3 the neceſſity of abſenting 
myſelf, and I mourn that ſuch ne- 
ceſſity is abſolute. Hath love already 
occaſioned me ſo much diſtreſs, and 
ſhall it ever oblige me to Tied tears 
of ſhame ! ge 

IT am weak and unhappy, there is 
the confeſſion you required of me 
rt a 
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and it is a mortifying one : but it is 
what I owe to that ſincere friendſhip and 
lively intereſt you diſplay, with regard 
to every thing that concerns me. Shall 
I continue to be ſtill worthy the flat- 
tering diſtinction of your eſteem ? Yes, 
Iwill; for my next letter ſhall be dated 
from Mondelis. My mind is fully de- 
termined, and my departure reſolved on. 
I will facrifice every thing to my duty ; 
but I cannot promiſe not to afflict my- 
ſelf. My friend, let me indulge my 
grief; do not trouble me with your 
ſtoical conſolations; it is great, it is 


noble, to compel the heart to make | 
thoſe efforts which honour requires. 
But to diſſemble one's grief, or to lay 
oneſelf under needleſs conſtraint, is a 
5 4 falſe 


TY | 7 | 
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falſe pride. Are we leſs generous for 
being ſuſceptible! Adieu, let me ſtill 
_ poſſeſs your love and eſteem, 


LET. 
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TE Er E 4 XXIV. 


Sus SPECT me not . mean com- 


placence toward myſelf; nor accuſe me 
of weakneſs. Nothing but my ſiſter 


keeps me in Paris; who is ill and 


very uneaſy. I cannot leave her in a 
ſituation, wherein my company is agre- 
able, or my attendance neceſſary. My 


departure therefore depends « at Preſent 


on her recovery. 


In truth, my dear Count, when 1 


reflect on the ſtep I am going to take, 


it aſtoniſnes and frightens me. How 
ſhall I juſtify it in the eyes of my 
friends, my acquaintance, and the world? 


Should any one diſcover the motive 


ic 


Counteſs de SAN EERNR E. 13 
if Madam de Martig yes, ſhould gueſs 
at it; if M. de Montelais fhould fur; 
mile any-thing !=To: go away in the | 
middle of winter; without any apparent 
pretext; without having previouſly 
acquainted her intimate friends of her 
journey! To ſer off abruptly, like a 
mad thing, like a woman who had no 
connections, no regard for any body ! 
W hat will my ſiſter ſay !? ? What will. 
| her huſband and all my acquaintance 
ay to ſuch a proceeding? | Not to im- 
part the motives of ſuch extraordinary 

conduct to Madam de Termes, or Ma- 
dam de Martigues! They will doubt- 
leſs think me whimſical, capricious and 
_ abſurd! They will affuredly recollect 


my former character; and ſay among 
3 | „ them- 
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themſelves: She has fallen into her old 
diſorder of mind, I cared formerly but 
very little what people thought of me; 
never intereſting myſelf in the good 
opinion of any one; Satisfied with 
having nothing to reproach myſelf with, 
I troubled myſelf very little whether or 
not I was thought well of by others. 
At preſent I am not ſo indifferent on 
this head, but ſhould be afflicted at any | 
one's having a miſtaken opinion of me: 
TI ſhould be inconſolable to find myſelf 
leſs eſteemed. O, my God, what will 
be faid of me! Then I have engaged 
Termes to take part of my bouſe: 
What can he imagine? What an em- 
barraſſment ſhall I lay myſelf under? 
How rr does this affair make 
me 2 


Counteſs de SANCERRE, 153 
me? To run the riſk of offending-all 
my friends, of loſing them, and for 
why? To avoid, to fly, Whom ? 
The object of my tendereſt affections. 
Adieu. . 2 


L E T- 
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1. E T E A xxv. 


No. 1 7 not 10 gone; hs. be 
aſſured, I ſhall go: I cannot ſtay 
here! Tell you all ! Alas, I have told 
you all. My fituation is the ſame 
and my reſolution cannot change. The 
more I examine into M. de Montalais, 
the more I perceive. the neceſſity of 
keeping him at a diſtance. I ſee too 
much of him. Too much is ſaid to 
me about him. It is continually repea- 
ted in my ears, how charming, how 
amiable, bow incomparable he is! I look 
at him, liſten to his diſcourſe, and find 
it difficult to do him Juſtice by my 
commendations. . 
I fend 


Counteſs de Sa N ERA E, 17 
1 ſpend all the day with my ſiſter 
in the evening Madam de Martigues 
comes to fetch me out; obliging me 
either to ſup with her or at Cominges's ; 
the Marquis de Montalais aſſidiouſſy 
attending. For ſome time paſt, he 
hath appeared. ſerious and even melan- 
choly: He fetches involuntary ſighs, 
while his diſtreſs. affefts me to the 
heart. It is in vain I endeavour to 
hide my concern for him; he per- 
ceives ir, it moves him and he ſeems 
every moment ready to aſk me the 
cauſe. He ſpeaks, heſitates, turns his 
eyes on the ground, and is again mute: 
How greatly do all theſe emotions at- 
fect me! Ah, why was 1 taught to 
interpret their meaning ! My own ſen- 
timents might have made me happy. 


Wr. II. © x if 
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if I had not been informed of his; 
and if the fear of his diſcovering mine 
had not been excited in my timid 
heart.—It is late, and I write to 
you, only to tell you, that I am till 
at Paris. I find myfelf heavy, dejected; 
and have a ſad head-ach. I ſhall go 
therefore, and endeavour to find that. 
repoſe, of which my ſpirits ſtand in 
fo much need. I perplex myſelf in- 
ceſſantly in ſtudying for means to ex- 
euſe my departure, and to render this ne- 
ceſſary, but diſagreable journey, leſs offen- 
five to my friends. But I cannot find any 
excuſe. Think for me, my dear Count, 
and furniſh me with one. Impart to me 
your ideas, and endeavour to fix mine. 


L E T- 


\ . 3 1 
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L E T T E R NN 


VES, ſtill at Paris. I can make 
no reply to what you ſay to me; 1 
cannot trouble myſelf about it at pre- 
ſent. A Intle adventure has put me 
into the greateſt agitation; has embar- 
raſſed, and perplexed all my ideas. 
Would you believe it? I have quar- 
relled, yes, almoſt quarrelled with the 
Marquis de Montalais. In my preſent 
_ diſpoſition of mind, I could have ſer 
off this morning with little regret. 
This man, ſo perfect as he was thought, 
is not without his ſingularities. His 
character is inconceivable ; he is ſome- 
times miſtaken, he overſhoots himſelf; 
[ believe really he has ſome faults. 

e C 2 On 
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On Saturday I viſited Madam de 
Cominges ; where, after ſupper, we. got 
to making verles. We wrote them 
on cards; and the worſe they were, 
the more entertainment they afforded 
us. Madam de Martigues read them, 
and you know her ludicrous manner 
of ſetting off any thing that hath the 
leaſt humour in it, The Marquis was 
ſeated next me, when Themines came 
to ſpeak to him; he roſe up but 
ſeemed to liften to him with little at- 
tention: in the mean while, our eyes 
met, and never did his appear to me 
ſo dangerous. Good God! He is very 
handſome! His friends are in the 
right, ſaid I to myſelf. I ran over his 
perſon, with my eye, he is incomparably 


charming. 


Themines 
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Themines having left him, he ſat 
down; Martigues was reading a little 
piece on friendſhip addreſſed to Madam 
de Termes; which he thence knew )? 
to be the card I had been writing. 
He aſked for it immediately, and Ma- 
dam de Martigues threw it him. He 
read it, and after having looked at 
me attentively about a minute, wrote 
ſome verſes on the other ſide the card. 
| Madam de Themines, juſt as curious, 
and almoſt as heedleſs as Madam de 
Martigues, ſtarted up, and fyly ſnatched 
it otit of his hand. The Marquis cried 
out, and as precipitately endeavoured to 
recover it; but ſhe ran from him, and 
he after her, when fearing he ſhould 
get it from her, ſhe ſlipped it into my 
hand, I immediately put it into my 

| C3  , packet, 


i " OOO? — as bo ter een oy wr 
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pocket, and ſubſtituting another card im 
its room, threw the latter into the fire. 
The Marquis thanked me, Madam de 


Themines ſcolded me a little, and no- 


thing more was thought of it. 
At my return home, my firſt care 


was to read what the Marquis was ſo 


much afraid ſhould be ſeen by Madam 

de Themines. It was the following 

verſes: . 

Soft F riendſhip, hide beneath thy charms 
That wodernets: my heart conceals ; 

Leſt Love, careſs'd in friendſhip derm, 


His name imprudently reveals. 


Enflay'd by fair Themira's eyes, 


Now raſhly bold: he braves the danger z 5 
Now timid, heſitafes and flies; 
Afraid—that Love's to her a ſtranger, | 


You 


Counteſs de Saw FER RE. 23 
You ſee how it is, my dear Count; 
the Marquis de Montalais is under the 
common miſtake that Love's to me 
a fliranger. He thinks me then inſen- 
ſible! Ah, why am I not? I feared 
J had excited other ideas in his mind: 


at preſent. he thinks perhaps—I wi 1 


J had not been ſo curious. 

As I was having my head dreſſed 
this morning, I gave the above verſes 
a ſecond peruſal, and took it into my 
head to write ſome myſelf, Up I 
ſtarted from my toilette, diſmiſſed my 

women, and fat down by the fire. 
With a little table by my fide, my 
hair flowing about my ears, a great 
book on my knees, and this curious 
card lying on the book; I was pre- 
ſently ſurrounded with ſcraps of half- 
N C4 15 written 


erer ener 


written papers. I made ſeveral attempts, 
but for a long time nothing pleaſed 
me; at length 1 hit upon a thought, 
and was going to expreſs it, when I 
Was interrupted by—whom ? the Mar- 
quis de Montalais ! 
_ leave you to conceive my ſurpriſe 
and diſorder: eager to hide what I 
had been doing ; I roſe up, over- 
turned the table; the book ſlipped 
off my knees, the card flew into the 
fire; I ſtooped and ſnatched it out of 
the midft of the flames, and, half ex- 
tinguiſhed and black as it was, thruſt 
it into my boſom. The Marquis, who 
ſaw what I did, and the confuſion 1 
was in, ſeemed to be aſtoniſhed; in 
the mean time I .bluſhed, and was 
greatly embarraſſed ; at which he ſtood 


mute 
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mute and confounded. He preſented 
me ſome roſes, which Madam de Mar- 
tigues had commiſſioned him to bring 
me; I received them; he fat down, 
but neither of us had any thing to ſay. 
We fell at laſt on common-place to- 
pics, which being exhauſted, the con- 
verſation drooped ; the Marquis rumi- 


nated, and I fat filent. He ventured 


to aſk me two or three queſtions; to 
which I could only anſwer yes, no, Or 

I don't know—do you think ſo ? and the 
like. I obſerved alſo, that all the while 
he was ſpeaking to me his eyes were 
fixed on the ſcraps of paper ſcattered 


about the room. Yeu ſeem to have 


been buſy, Madam, when—T1 am afraid 
I have choſen an improper time to 
fee you. JT perceive, 1—incommode 
3 you, 
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you; moſt certainly I incommode you, 
Madam. 0 We ok 

He repeated this expreſſion again, 
which gave me offence. I faid to 
myſelf, To whom can he think I was 
writing? What can a woman ac- 
cuſtomed to paſs part of the day with | 
him, be ſuppoſed to buſy herſelf about 
another.” I would juſt now have rather 
forgiven him a piece of vanity, than 
his uneaſineſs: he ought to have 
gueſſed e to be ſuſpicious, to be- 
| lieve me ſuſceptible, and not ſee— Alas 


perhaps he ſaw too nackt thought 


is inſupportable. 

He roſe up, ſaluted me coldly, and 
and aſked if I had any commands; 
after which he lefr me abruptly, and 
even W without perceiving 


a7 that 
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that I called him back, by aſking him 
a queſtion. Oh, I am greatly diſſatis- 
fied with him, with myſelf, with every 
body, Madam de Themines had no 


| buſineſs to—But how filly alſo was it of 


me, to want to hide what I had 
written! Would he have taken any 
notice of it, if I had not ?—-I am 


ſometimes very weak 


I would not have him, my friend, 
add to a hopeleſs paſſion, the till 
greater misfortune of being jealous ; 
it would be terrible to me, to ex- 


cite in his heart ſuch painful, ſuch 


cruel, ſuch torturing emotions ! But 
why am I not — Adieu. 


L E T. 
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WI EL you always aſk me the Gene 
queſtions? If I will fe out? If 1 
will er trifling conſi derations ? I muſt 
do it. I have not the art of diſſimu- 
lation, I have ever neglected, diſdained 
this art, which is too uſeful in ſociety. 
My eyes expreſs all the emotions of 
my ſoul: M. de Montalais will cer- 
tainly diſcover the ſecret, which it is 
ſo important for me to keep from 
him. l 

What muſt he have thought of my 
embarraſſment this morning? Why 
could I not ſpeak to him? What 
conſtructions will he not put on my 


. my bluſhes, the ſtupid ſilence 
which 
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which it was impoſſible for me to 
break | 57 8. 
My Siſter begins to leave her bed. 
Madam de Themines was with her 
when I arrived there. Preſently after 
I ſaw the chariot of Madam de Lugei; 
when the deſire I had to avoid this 
troubleſome woman, and the fineneſs 
of the weather, induced me to propoſe 
to Madam de Themines a walk in the 
Thhuilleries. 

We went out through my brother- 
in- law's apartments, and had no ſooner 
ſet foot on the terraſs than the firſt 
perſon we ſaw was the Marquis de 
Montalais; at fight of whom I had 
much ado to forbear crying out; it 
giving me as much ſurpriſe, as if I 
| had met him, after a long abſence in 
ſome 
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ſome foreign country. He congratu- 
lated me on the recovery of my ſiſter; 
who is going to leave us for a conſi- 
derable time; perhaps alas! for ever. 
Oh, my friend, this is an afflicting 
reflection! | 

Madam de tn: Madam de 
Thianges, and Termes with his wife 
and brother coming up, I began to 
recover myſelf in the midſt of ſuch a 
circle, when Madam de Themines ſtop- 
ped with Madam de Thianges; this 
however was nothing ; but the incon- 
ſiderate and giddy Madam de Mar- 
tigues took it into her head to draw 
off Madam de Termes, and to hurry 
her away, to fee ſome woman at the 
bottom of the terraſs. They ran down, 
and Termes followed them; when 
1 his 


US ; oe” 


Counteſs de SANCERRE,. 31 
his brother being called to by an old 
relation, could not decline going to 
ſpeak to him; and I was left alone 
with the Marquis. 1 

To add to my chagrin, I perceived 


M. de Limeuil at a diſtance; who 
making up to us, I turned back, as 


it were through an habitual motion to 
avoid him, and walked as faſt as I 
could. Poor Limeuil! cried the Mar- 


quis, he is certainly to be pitied; to 
love, and to be diſpleaſing to the ob- 


jet beloved, is hard: then, turning 
down his eyes and lowering his voice, 
he added, and yet there may be others 
ſtill more to be lamented. My heart 
was ſo violently affected, that I ſaid 
nothing. Ah, Madam, continued he, 
to be in circumſtances o love, to 

ſpeak 
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ſpeak one's paſſion, to enforce the 
ſentiments of one's heart, to be able 
to flatter oneſelf of being beloved again; 
this were a happy ſtate, compared with 
the ſituation of him who is ſo unhappy 
as to be afraid of aſking pity, or of 
forming a deſire to excite it. 

I know not how I am able to re- 
collect theſe words; they gave me 
ſo much pain to hear them! In ſpite 
of myſelf, I flackened my pace; the 
Marquis being ſtill deſirous of ſaying 
ſomething more; but the tone of his 
yoice betrayed the agitation of his mind. 
For my part, F could hardly ſupport 
myſelf or breathe, when Madam de 
Martigues returned; and the reſt of 
the company came up. I complained 
immediately of its being cold; and, 
+ | as 1 


Counteſs de S Ax BRRE. 33 
tho? every body cried out againſt me, 
perſiſted in finding the air very chilly, ; 
and in my reſolution to retire. The 
Marquis conducted me in filence to 
my chariot} but, tho* he ſpoke not 
a word, his looks were very expreſſive 
and intelligible. In taking his leave, 
he made me a profound bow, and left 
me without ſpeaking ; at the ſame time, 
I aw, the tears ready to burſt from his 
eyes. How greatly did this ſight af- 
fect me! Ah, why is not the amiable 
Montalais at liberty? Why am I 
doomed to the misfortune of making 
him unhappy? He ſuffers, alas! as 
much and perhaps more, than I, Men 
are of a ſex impetuous and ardent in 
their deſires; whereas we are accuſ- 
tomed to ſuppreſs ours, by which habit 
Nor. I, - D they 
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they are perhaps rendered leſs impor- 
tunate. Ah no! He was no ſooner 
out of ſight than I ſigh'd and burſt 
into tears. But I am interrupted. 
Adieu. 
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LETTER XXVII. 


Goon God! how preſſing, and 
uneaſy you are! How ready to ap- 
prehend, to ſuſpect, to foreſee! Have 
I any deſign to ſtay here? Is it my 
fault that my departure is delayed and: 
put off for a few days? I encreaſe 
the difficulties * No, they encreaſe in 
ſpite of me. It would have been in- 
humanity to leave my ſiſter. Muſt I 
be ſaid to lay Hold of pretences, becauſe 
1 am not rude? A tender heart will 
always find pretexts. Be aſſured, my 
friend, that I ſeek none: but this 
journey is really ill-timed; it will ap- | 
pear ſufficiently ridiculous in itſelf, 
without accompanying it with circum- 
D 2 ſtances 
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ſtances, that will render it ſtill more 
ſtrange and unaccountable. 
Four reproaches make me angry; 
they trouble; they afflict ne; Con- 
tinue them nevertheleſs. I confeſs my 
weakneſs is great; but forgive me 1 
and let that animate rather than diſ- 
guſt you. Mix your advice with 
candour and indulgence ; bear with 
my tedious details, my indetermina- 
tion, my regret, my ill- humour! Have 
I the power over myſelf? Be not of- 
fended; abandon me not to the wan- 
derings of my own; mind; to the 
ſeduction of my own ſenſes. It is in 
the mortification, the grief, the bitter- 
neſs of my ſoul I beg of you; aſſiſt, 
ſupport, defend me. Oh, my friend, 


1 weep, I feel—I cannot write—How 
dreadful 
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dreadful is my ſituation ; ſo tranquil 
as I was when you left me, and now 
| ſo cruelly agitated! Ah! what are all 
the bleſſings of life, if one ſingle wiſh 
may render their poſſeſſion uſeleſs! At 
liberty, reſpected, beloved, rich, miſtreſs 

of my own inclinations and fortune 
what a charming proſpect I had of fu- 
turity? But a dark curtain is fallen 

before my eyes, and hides from me all 
the advantages of my ſituation: I ſee 
nothing but the Marquis de Montalais : 
that object engroſſes all my attention, 
my wiſhes, my deſires! But I muſt 
avoid him! I ſhall ſoon be at a diſ- 
tance from him; there are obſtacles 
to our union, a troubled ſea appears 
to riſe up between us. And is it poſ- 
ſible, that this amiable man can be the 
D 3 rock 
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rock on which I am in danger of falling ? 
A fingle favourable gale will ſave me 
from ſhipwreck; but, my dear Count, 
it will conduct me to port, horribly 
fatigued with the ſtorm. Adieu,—1 
know not what I have written to you. 
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My orders are given, the relays diſ- 
poſed, and I ſet out on Monday. Such 
is my anſwer to your preſſing, | your 
reaſonable exhortations : but don't en- 
tertain a falſe opinion of the heart of 
your friend: No, my dear Count, 
no, I ſhall never recover, at Mondelis, 
that peace of mind, you promiſe me 
there. Alas, I do not even deſire to 
recover it, I avoid the danger of be- 
traying a too tender inclination, but I 
carry the dart by which my heart is 
wounded every where with me, nor 
do I wiſh it ſhould ever be extracted. 
In the midſt of my ſolitude, I in- 


25 my ſentiments without bluſhing. 
| D 4 In 
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In ceaſing to fear, I ceaſe to reſiſt them. 
The idea of the Marquis de Montalais, 
which at preſent gives me ſo much 
uneaſineſs, and excites ſuch tumultuous 
emotions in my heart, will chews excite 
only thoſe of the ſofter kind. I ſhall 
there ſecurely, venture to fay to myſelf, 
the Marquis loves me; I ſhall there 
lay to myſelf, I love him: he will be 
ever preſent to my thoughts. Who? 
I! drive him from my remembrance? 
Why do you ſay, I ought to forget 
him? Why do you ſeem to wiſh I 
ſhould ? Aſſume not, I beg of you, 
the rigid tone and language of Ma- 
dam de Lugei. Auſterity, my friend, 
IS the pageantry of virtue. While we 
are indulgent to others let us be ſo to 
ourſelves. Being attached to my duty, 
I would 
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1 would diſcharge it, without impoſing 
ſuch laws on myſelf, as are too ſevere. 
'To ſtretch a line too much, is to run 
the riſk of breaking it. And, why 
ſhould I not pardon a weakneſs in my- 
ſelf, which cannot be hurtful to any 
body ? 

I can ſay nothing to you about Ma- 
dam de Valance, I have not ſeen her, 
and I deſire not to ſee her. I hope 
however, ſhe will ſay nothing to me 
on the ſubject of her Nephew. I ſhall 
 vrite to you ſoon from Mondelis.— 
From Mondelis!—Alas, am I then really 
going thither? Is it true that I am juſt 
going to ſet out ?—It will not be long 
before you hear from me. Fear not, 
but you will be ſufficiently peſtered with 
my letters. How often ſhall J not 
4 = repeat 
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repeat to you the ſame expreſſions ? 
What a relief will ic not be to my 
poor heart to pour its burthen into 
yours! But don't chide me; treat me 
at leaſt with kindneſs, In making your- 
ſelf maſter of my - ſecret; you have 
contracted an obligation to bear with 
me. Remember that I am diſtreſſed 
and think myſelf very unhappy. You 
owe me ſome regard and complacence; 


treat me therefore, as if I was a child. 


Its demands we knew are improper ; 
but we humour it, becauſe we are af- 
fected by its tears; we ſoothe after 
we have chid it, and give it a little 

of what-it wanted to have the whole. 
Good Heavens! What ſhall I do 
at Mondelis? Amuſe myſelf in writing 
to you, in tears, in reveries and af- 
| fliction. 


Counteſs de SAN CERRE. 498 


fliction. Such is the occupation offerec 
me in that peaceful retreat, to which you 
are ſo deſirous I ſhould betake my- 
ſelf! and in which nothing but regret 
and forrow can attend me. Adieu, I 
am about to make a painful effort; 
permit me to be ſenſible of it, and to 
own that ſenſibility ; is this a time to 
require that I mould wo myſelf 

ae it? 


L E T- 
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Bx not angry, but hear me: 1 am 
not yet ſet out. But tho' appearances 
are againſt me, I can very eaſily juſti- 
fy myſelf. The Uncle of Madam de 
Termes died ſuddenly yeſterday. She 
was with him at the time; and, while 
he was talking to her, he held out 
his hand, bowed his head, and imme- 
diately expired. It is impoſſible that 
any body ſhould be more terrified and 
afflicted than ſhe is at this dreadful 
accident. Is it poſſible for me to leave 
her juſt at this criſis; when ſhe wee ps, 
fighs, ſhuts herſelf up, and ſees no 
| body but Madam de Martigues and me? 


Ought I not to ſtay to conſole her? 
Jn 
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Is this a time to forſake her? Oh, 
my dear Count, can you treat as mere 
pretext my regard for ſo dear a friend? 
Termes is very much ſhocked alſo 
at this fatal accident ; as he loved and 
eſteemed this worthy and venerable old 
| man; to-whom he always ſhewed the 
the tenderneſs of a near relation; think- 
ing it his duty to accompany him 
about every where, and taking a pride 
in his alliance to ſuch a reſpectable 
character. ok , 

You know the Count's goodneſs of 

heart, and clearneſs of head : He derives 
no vanity from his deſcent from a long 
train of anceſtors :, on the contrary, 
I have often heard him wiſh nobi- 
lity did not depend on birth; but 
that it was the reward only of virtuous 
| __ aftios. 
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actions. If ſuch a law were eſtabliſhed, 
how many honorable titles would grace 
the tomb of M. de Meri! How many 
families relieved by his bounty, or 
ſupported by his benevolence, would 
not enrich his eſcutcheon with the marks 
of their gratitude! Of what impor- 
tance is it to thoſe whom he made 
happy, whoſe tears, whoſe benedictions, 
whoſe ſorrowful exclamations reſound 
about his hearſe? what imports it, 1 
ſay, to them, whether his anceſtors were 
peaceably employed in procuring plenty 

and abundance to their country, in bring- 
ing home the riches of other nations, or 
whether they marched at the head of 
an army, with death and devaſtation 

in their train? We have a number of 


| — prejudices, we are ſenſible of 
them, 
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them, while our reaſon condemns and 
rejects them; but cuſtom and pride 
ſupport them and render them always 
our maſters. 3 2 
I have ſlipped away for a moment 
juſt to write to you; but, muſt re- 
turn imediately to Madam de Termes. 
Oh, my friend, how happy is that lady ! 
She loves, and is beloved again; ſhe 
owns it. Even now, tho' bathed in 
tears, ſhe has the ſatisfaction of having 
them wiped away by the affectionate 
| hand of one, whoſe heart is a ſharer 
alſo in her griefs. Theſe griefs will 
ſubſide, time will ſoon efface their re- 
membrance, and pleaſure will again 
take place in the ſuſceptible boſom of 
my friend! But, as for me, my dear 
| Count, I ſhall go to Mondelis; where 
| 1 ſhall 
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I ſhall indulge my chagrin alone, and 
perhaps, no one will regret my abſence; 
perhaps the Marquis will forget me— 
Ah, why ſhould he not forget me! 
I have ſeen Madam de Valence, who 
introduced her Nephew; they both 
ſupped here yeſterday. The young 
Count has an agreable figure enough, 
and ſeems to be of a very good diſ- 
poſition : but your friend behaved a 
little imprudently ; talking in a ftrain, 
as if I approved her projects. The 
Marquis de Montalais ſat by her, and 
ſpoke very low to her, two or three times. 
I know not the ſubject of their diſcourſe, 
but he ſeemed dejected all the evening. 
Adieu, my dear Count, let me ſtill 
have a place in your affections. 


L KT 
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Still at Paris. 


Tur date of this letter will doubtleſs 
offend you; but what can I do? 
Some evil genius oppoſes my deſigns, 
and ſubverts all my projects. Nothing 
hindred me; I was juſt going to ſet 
out, when the moſt unforeſeen obſtacle 
put a ſtop to my journey, and has 
| fixed me here in Paris. My Journey 
is indeed now become impoſſible, for 
a month or two at leaſt, it muſt not 
be thought of. And after all, perhaps, 
it is ſo much the better; the ſeaſon 
will be farther advanced, and my de- 
parture leſs ſingular, in the ſpring than 
in the middle of February, 
ä E I was 
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I was yeſterday with Madam de 
Termes, my mind taken up with the 
thought of this cruel journey; my 
heart was moved at the reflection of 
being about to leave her, and that for 
fo long a time; when a melancholy 
and tender emotion made me throw 
my arms round her, and preſs her to 
my breaſt. I was juſt going to ſpeak, 
to make her the confident of my ſen- 
timents and apprehenſions, in ſhort to 
open my whole heart to her, when we 
were interrupted by the Count de 
Piennes, who, burſt into the room like 
a mad- thing, < Wiſh me joy! wiſh 
% me joy, my dear, charming friends! 
Madam de Martigues conſents, ſhe 
« condeſcends, ſhe will- What ſhall ] 


< not give, in return for the pleaſure 
7 | | 1 
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„ feel? —I ſhall marry her, and be 


« the happieſt of mankind !” 

Madam de Termes lifted up her 
hands with ſurpriſe, and made him re- 
peat what he had been ſaying. I aſked 
him alſo, if he was very ſure, he was 
not miſtaken ? On which he ſhewed 


us the portrait of Madam de Martigues 


here, ſays he, is the precious pledge 
of our approaching union. How far 


was I from expecting this happineſs 


yeſterday! No, no, ſhe is not fo light 
and inſenſible as we have unjuſtly ſup- 
poſed her: She is all tenderneſs, good- 
neſs and condeſcenſion. True, ſhe hath 
made trial of my conſtancy ; and was 
ſhe not in the right? But can I after 
all deſerve her? Does ſhe not confer 
the higheſt favour on me ? Ves; but 

EA I obtain 
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J obtain her? She beſtows herſelf upon 
me; even ſhe, my adorable Martigues ! 
O, my dear friends, partake of my 
Joy! my heart is ſo Full that 1 can 
hardly contain myſelf. | 
He then fat down, roſe up again, 
kiſſed the portrait, embraced us, wal- 
ked about, ſtopped ſhort, and threw 
himſelf into a chair; in ſhort, he was 
fo tranſported, that he did not ſeem to 
know what he ſaid or did: you never 
ſaw a paſlion ſo lively, ſo extravagant, 
and, at the ſame time, ſo natural, 
genuine and affecting. How happy 
are ſome of the moments of life! ra- 
pidly diſplaying all the advantages of 
our ſenſibility: delightful moments, 
which cold and reflective reaſon never 


can beſtow ! * 
| 3 
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Madam de Martigues came in, more 
beautiful, gay and charming than it 
is poſſible for me to deſcribe her. 
Mell, has he told you? do you know 
how *tis to be? Am not I very goid 
now? Madam de Termes and I ap- 
plauded, and carreſſed her greatly. 
The Count expreſſed his joy and gra- 
titude by tears and exclamations. Ma- 
dam de Martigoes confirmed her pro- 
miſe and took us to witneſs her en- 
gagement. The Marquis de Montalais 
has the honour of having at length 
fixed the molt wavering diſpoſition, 
with regard to this ſubject. It is to 
his preſſing ſolicitations that the Count 


is indebted for his happineſs. The 


time is abſolutely fixed for the tenth 
of next Month; when Madam de 
E3 Mar- 
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Martigues will be the Counteſs de 
Piennes. 115 
I haſtened to inform you of this 
news, which ſhould induce you to 
excuſe a delay that decorum requires 
of me. Adieu, my dear Count, I am 
a little leſs melancholy and diſtreſſed 
this morning. It is a great happineſs 
to be warmly intereſted for one's friends ; 
as thoſe events which affect them al- 
ways divide our ſenſibility. And if 
thoſe events are happy, they make us 
perceive that our hearts, tho* dejected 
by ſorrow, may be reanimated by the 
delightful tranſports of joy. 


1 1. 
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Your letter would have given me 
great uneaſineſs, had I not very good 
reaſons to conſole myſelf, While I. 
ſtay at Paris, you behold me, you ſay, 
ſuſpended by a fingle hair, an bundred 
foot above the ground: a breath of 
wind is enough to throw me beadlong 
to the earth, What an idea! A look, 
a ſigh, my embarraſſment, my very | 
filence, betray me. Away with ſuch 
apprehenſions | mine are conſſderably 
diminiſhed. The Marquis de Montalais 
diſcovers a great deal of coldneſs for 
me at preſent. Coldneſs! No, it is 
not that neither. It is a kind of ill- 
nature, diſpleaſure, a ſort of diſdain. 

E 4 His 
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His diſcourſe to me carries with it the 
air of complaint and reproach, He 
watches my looks, repeats my expreſ- 
ſions, and ſeems perſuaded that they 
contain ſome ſecret meaning. If you 
were to ſee. us together, you would be 
led to conclude that we had been 
more . intimately connected, and that 
one had given the other ſome canſe 
of diſpleaſure. Our converſation is very 
extraordinary, I aſſure you; a little 
leſs reſerve. perhaps would make it 
downright petulant; if we were not 
both on our guard againſt our paſſions, 
I verily believe we ſhould go to quar- 
relling.— 

I am. juſt this moment informed by 
a billet from Madam de Comminges, 
that the Marchioneſs de Montalais is 

under 
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under the greateſt affliction. She has 
| Joſt her ſon, an amiable child about 
five years old, whoſe life was the ſe⸗ 
curity of his father's fortune: ſo that 
of the three heirs, for which Madam 
de Martigues reproaches the poor Mar- 
chioneſs, there now remains only that 
whoſe birth will probably be fatal to 
her. 63 

Do you know, my friend, that we 
have all too much levity, we are too 
apt to laugh at every thing. This 
trifling turn of our converſation is often 
cruel, and accuſtoms us to throw ri- 
dicule on objects by no means deſer- 
ving ſuch malicious obſervation. The 
Marchioneſs de Montalais willingly riſks 
her life to give heirs to her huſband. 
This Madam de Martigues thinks vaſity 
W 1 pleaſant, 
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pleaſant, laughs at the ſacrifice ſhe makes, 
and overlooks the goodneſs of her in- 
tention. - The Marchioneſs nevertheleſs 
ſhews herſelf to be a ſenſible and ge- 
nerous woman; courageouſly ſacrificing 
herſelf to the intereſt of a man that 
is dear to her. If ſhe ſhould die at 
preſent, the Marquis would be ſtripped 
of all his great poſſeſſions, and would 
be only maſter of a little eſtate of 
twelve thouſand livres per annum. His 
Father, in compelling him to marry, 
paid too little attention to the marriage 
articles; which he ſuffered to be drawn 
up by an artful tutor, who of his two 
pupils, choſe to favour the Count de 
Roye by which, in default of the Mar- 
quis having children, he comes into the 
eſtates of his couſin. * 

5 In 


Counteſs de SANCERRE, $59 


In reality, I applaud myſelf for my 
reſolution; if I had liſtened to Madam 
de Comminges, Madam de Thianges, 
you, and many others, I ſhould have 
been two years ago the Counteſs de 
Roye; and ſhould have had the ſen- 
fible diſpleaſure of thinking, that I 
might one day profit by the misfortune 
of the Marquis de Montalais. This 
would be to me a very diſtreſsful pro- 
ſpect; the only happineſs of my life 
is to be free. Be not deceived by that 
expreſſion ; believe it to be very plain 
and ſimple; and beware of extending 
my ideas: my imagination does not 
wander; nor can I indulge myſelf in 
forming cruel wiſhes. No, my dear 
Count, my weakneſs will never change 
my principles. I ſincerely wiſh the 
| Mar- 
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Marchioneſs may ſurvive her delivery, 
and be happy. Yes, my good God 
I ſhould deſpiſe myſelf, if I did not 
moſt ſincerely wiſh it. Adieu. 


P. S. The young Valance is not 
approved of at Madam de Martigues', 
they think him too cold and grave : his 
Aunt alſo, is greatly diſliked by the 
Marquis de Montalais ; and the Count 
de Piennes thinks her inſupportable. 
Nothing is more certain, than that 1 
ſhall never be her Niece, — 
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LETTER XXXIIL 


YOU ler tit» e 
me. I have read it ſeveral times over, 
and with pleaſure repeated your oblig- 
ing expreſſions. .I love to find you 
think well of your friend, to hear you 
tell me, that you do not ſuſpef? her of 
weakneſs, and that your advice tends 
| only to ſave her the mortification of 
painful trials. Your good opinion of me, 
my dear Count, ſerves greatly to en- 
courage me, while your confidence in 
me adds ſtrength to mine. Yes, you 
are in the right, I am ſiiſceptible, but 
I am not weak, and I will venture 
to hope I ſhall never be imprudent. 


Ik 
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If neither friendſhip nor decorum 
obliged me to ſtay, and not to quit 
Madam de Martigues at this juncture, 
my journey would be at preſent uſe- 
leſs, I wanted to get out of the way 
of the Marquis de Montalais. Alas 
the Marquis is going out of the way 
| himſelf. The Marchioneſs, it ſeems, 
is perſuaded, the air of Paris does not 
agree with her; imputing to its cloſe- 
| neſs the oppreſſion ſhe conſtantly la- 
bours under. But, as her condition 
will not permit her to take a long 
Journey, ſhe cannot go ſo far as their 
own country-ſeat; the Count de Roye, 
therefore, hath offered her that which 
he lately bought near Corbeil. She 
ſers out to morrow, and her huſband 
follows; intending to ſtay in the 
country, 
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country, ſo long as ſhe chuſes to re- 
ſide there. | 

He laid me under the greateſt em- 
barraſſment this morning in taking 
leave of me. He ſeemed diſturbed, 


ſorrowful and dejected; I was alſo 


chagrined and uneaſy ; having nothing 
to ſay to him, I permitted him to 


| converſe with Madam de Termes with- 


out interruption, His ſituation is me- 
lancholy, and really afflicts me. He 
has juſt Joſt a darling child, and when 
his friends are ſolicitous to conſole him, 


and might divert or mitigate his grief, 


he is dragged away into the country, 
and deprived of all manner of diſſipa- 
tion, —-But the poor Marchioneſs is ill 


and diſtreſſed ; and he diſcharges only 


his indiſpenſible duty, to attend her 
with 
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with the utmoſt compaſſion : I approve, 
I admire, I pity him. Ah! wherefore 
is that amiable Montalais thus ſurroun- 
ded with anxieties? Why is he not 
happy? He, who is ſo worthy to be ſo 
When I began to write, I intended 
to anſwer all the articles of your letter, 
and particularly your obliging aſſurances 
of friendſhip and eſteem; but J find 
myſelf much indiſpoſed. My head akes; 
and I have felt an extreme heavineſs 
for ſeveral days paſt; conſtantly drowſy, 
yet cannot ſleep; I can ſcarcely hold 
my pen. Oh! my good God ! what 
can ail me? The ſeaſon perhaps! Or 
perhaps this parting affected me I can- 
not go on muſt lay down my pen.— 
It I ſhould be better in an hour's time, . 
will finiſh my letter, 
1. E Tr. 
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LET Ki An; 
From Madam de 7. ermes to the ſame. 


I AM much afflicted that I cannot 
| remove the anxiety, into which the 
ſilence of Madam de Sancerre hath 
thrown you, without communicating to 
you my own alarming apprehenſions: 
Alas, our charming friend is ill; very 
ill indeed! She has laboured under a 
dangerous and violent fever, for ten 
days paſt z ſhe has had ſeveral long fits, 
and the extreme weakneſs ſhe is in, 
now they have left her, makes us 
tremble for the life of a perſon ſo dear 
to us. Madam de Martigues and I 
never quit her room, but attend night 
and day on our beloved patient: in 

. F 1 
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the mean time, we are afraid to ſay any 
thing, or to communicate our thoughts 
to each other; but ſilently embrace, 
and mix our careſſes with ſighs and 
tears. — Ah! what will become of me, 
if I ſhould loſe ſo. ſincere a friend, fo 
reſpectable a companion? What indeed 
vill become of all thoſe to whom ſhe 
was truly attached? The happineſs of 
all Madam de Sancerre's friends will 
be annihilated, if they ſhould loſe her; 
they would experience perpetual regret. 
Forgive me, Sir, that I communicate 
to your heart part of that grief, with 
which mine is penetrated. I ſhall cer- 
tainly endeavour to remove it, if Heaven 
ſhould lend a favourable ear to by 
prayers. 


vw > ; 
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From Madam de Termes to the ſame. 


Vob have-not yet received my let- 


ter I ſee, while yours is enough to 
rend my heart. Relieve you from your 


anxiety! Alas! Sir, I cannot. I am 
not ſo happy, as to have it in my power. 


They tell me, that if we have no al- 
teration for the worſe on the fifteenth 


day, we have nothing more to fear. 


That day will commence to- morrow 


about ſeven in the evening; unluckily 


the courier ſets out in the morning, 
ſo that he will not bring you the com- 
fortable news I ſhould be happy to 
ws; you. 


Fa 5 M. de 


| 
| 


TH” 


E68 LTT ERS of the 
M. de Termes aſſures me and proteſts, 
that this cruel fever is not fatal; the 
Doctors tell me ſo too, but, perhaps 
they deceive me. Indeed Madam de 
Sancerre is very ill: her mother died 
alſo of a ſimilar diſtemper. Her deli- 
rium gives me great uneaſineſs; as her 
mind runs perpetually on one ſubject; 
the talks of nothing but her departure, 
ther relays, and her eſtate at Mondelis; 
every now and then bidding me adieu, 
at which my heart is ready to break. 
And why ſhould the mind of my poor 
friend be ſo diſturbed with theſe ideas? 
Why ſhould ſhe talk of her departure, 
and repeat thoſe ſorrowful adieus? ]s it 
not a melancholy omen? — May heaven 
avert the conſequences of this fatal pre- 
poſſeſſion, One is very weak when in 
ear. 
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tear. As grief depreſſes, it renders one 
credulous. Sometimes I adopt the un- 
lucky auguries of our women, and think 
it: muſt. be the aproach of death, that 
ſuggeſts ſuch ſtrange diſcourſes, M. de 
Termes indeed comforts me a little 
he begs- of you alſo not to be terrified, 
but to be more- reaſonable, and hope 
the beſt. 1 wilh, * may be able. 
to. do. ſo. 


Ex L E T. 
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3 NK heaven the critical: Gay. is 
happily over: Madam de Sancerre had 
no fit yeſterday, the fever decreaſed 
during the night, and five hours re- 
freſhing ſleep, hath revived our hopes. 
Her phyſician aſſures us, with à chear- 
ful countenance, that all danger i is over; 
and that he will anſwer with his life for 
her recovery. Be eaſy then, Sir, the 
moſt good-natured, amiable, and beſt- 
beloved of women will live; ſhe will 
live to diffuſe joy and conſolation around 
Ly 1 hs 

The whole houſe is in a manner in- 
| toxicated : her women, mine, thoſe of 
Madam de Martigues, all her ſervants 
5 and 


Counteſs de SANCERRE. 71 


and ours, from the higheſt to the loweſt, 
ſeem tranſported with joy. They laugh, 

they cry, embrace, and talk without 
underſtanding each other. T hey got 
about the Phyſician, as he went out, 
kiſſing his hands, his cloaths, and almoſt 
carrying him to his chariot, loaded 
with bleſſings. Good God! cried the 
worthy old man, this lady muſt be 
greatly beloved 8 and, is ſhe then as 
beneficent, as ſhe is beautiful Adieu, 
Sir, comfort your ſelf, and baniſh all 

apprehenſions. Madam de Sancerre is 
better; ſhe is much better. The next 
Courier will bring you the news of her 
recovery, 
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L. ET * E R XXXVII 
From. Madam de Martigues to the Line: 


Pr EAC E, peace, hold your tongue. 
Would you. fill us again: with grief and 
apprehenſions by your melancholy ex- 
preſſions? Heaven preſerve us from 
doubt about the ſituation of Madam 
de Sancerre! Tou have been told ſhe 
is well, very well; and yet you are 
not to be perſuaded of it. Eanguid and 
melancholy, a little gloomy, a little taci- 
zurn! How do you delight in affſicting 
yourſelf! and when once a black cloud 
hath engaged your attention, you keep 
your eyes ſtill fixed on the $94 after 


it is 2 
Our 
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Our charming patient will ſoon leave 


| her bed. Let her be careful! Let ber 
take great heed! Oh! to be ſure; we 
ſtand in great need of your advice. 


You imagine yourſelf to. have a. much: 


better head, and greater foreſight, no 


doubt, than other people. Pray, have 
not I the care of Madam de Sancerre? 
F ſhould be glad to ſee any other or- 


ders than mine obſerved in her apart- 
ment. Aſk Madam de Termes, whether 


or not I am a careful nurſe; I will: 


add a prudent one too; which it is very 


poſſible ſhe would forget to tell you. 
The Count de Piennes hath. ſhewn 
me your letter; and is charmed with 
your friendſhip and congratulations. Tt 
is after all mighty odd. All Paris ſays 


1 am Boing to be married to him: 
they 
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they ſay ſo in Brittany too, I find. I. 
was the firſt to ſay ſo; and yet I cannot 
accuſtom myſelf to hear i it repeated; but 
am often tempted to lay a Wager, it 
is not true. | 
But, come, let me ſee you now, while 
you. are in low ſpirits, - make me the 
compliments of condoleance. On what 
occaſion? On my approaching marriage 
and why not? Is it not a very ſe- 
rious and fad affair to be married? 1 
| have been ſo teazed and tormented 
1 that am ſo kind and complacent !— 
Pray, are not you eat up with the va- 
pours at Rennes? Do you never in- 
tend to return to Paris? Good day 
to you, my poor Count, I lincerely 
| pity you for ſtaying in the country; 
to be plagued with, a law-ſuit, and live 
| in 


; \ 
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ſome kind of life; is it not? 


From Madam de Termen. 

Madam de Martigues has reaſon to 
boaſt of her care: for more tenderneſs 
and affiduity were never known, than 
ſhe: hath exerted during our friend's 
illneſs. Notwithſtanding all her ſpright- 
lineſs, ſhe hath ſhewn herſelf capable 
of a ſolid attachment, of a zealous and 
conſtant friendſhip. © The ſentiments ſhe 
hath diſplayed on this melancholy occaſion, 
render her ſtill more dear to me. She 
hath even already reaſſumed her chear- 
fulneſs, and her eyes ſparkle with their 
uſual gaiety, bearing no. marks of the 
tears ſhe ſo lately and plentifully ſhes, 


The reproach you made me, was n. 
un 
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unſuitable. I ſtill tremble to think of 
the ſituation; in which I have ſeen 
Madam de Sancerre. Alas, Sir, I ſhall 

long think of it. I ſtand in need of 

all the levity of Madam de Martigues, 
to prevent my indulging err in ne 
moſt gloomy refleiors.. 

Make yourſelf entirely eaſy ; Ma- 
dam de Sancerre has nothing at all of 
the fever. Her weakneſs, indeed, 
very great; but ſue is not in the By 
alarmed;. but on the contrary is quite 
in ſpirits. As foon: as ever- ſhe can 
ſupport the fatigue of writing, you will 
receive that line of her own hand- 
writing, which is ſo neceſſary to the 
Pleaſure Ma er and the. en F 
wm heart. 5 


You 
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'You muſt not mind Madam de Mar- 


tigues; nothing is more certain, than 
that ſhe's going to be married. Ma- 
dam de Sancerre's illneſs hath thus been 
doubtly intereſt ing to Count de Piennes; 


that circumſtance alone having delayed 


his happineſs. This wedding, ſo much 
deſired, is to take place next month; 
the marriage - articles being actually 
drawn up; ſo that if Madam de Mar- 
tigues ſhould lay the propoſed wager, 
ſhe would certainly loſe. Adieu, Sir, 


Madam de Sancerre begs of you to be 
quite eaſy on her account. 


L E T. 
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Ma ADAM de Termes has read me 
all your letters. 1 doubted not of your 
friendſhip, my dear Count: but thoſe 
indirect proofs of your warm and ſin- 
cere attachment have affected me great- 
ly: tbey excited my tears, and 1 felt 
a kind of pleafii ing forrow in fecollecting 
and repeating to myſelf your affectionate 
expreſſtons. Why did Madam de 
Tiermes ever make you uneafy by in- 
1 forming you F was in danger "But, 
I ought not to complain of her. O, 
my two amiable friends! How ſhall 
1 acknowledge your care, your afli- 
duity, your goodneſs! Friendſhip is not 
merely an empty name: No, that ſen- 
44 | timent 
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timent really exiſts; and is the glory, 
the happineſs of mankind. And, is 


my life of importance to ſo many other 
beings independent of me? What in- 


tereſt atraches them to me, that they 


ſhould be afraid of loſing me? Tes, 
my friend I have deſired to live; # 4 


have felt the pleaſure of being revived, 


reanimated. One muft be truly be- 
loved, and fee oneſelf at the Point of 
exciting the moſt pungent affliction, to 
be capable of taſting the Fa of 


ſaying; I revive, I exiſt. 


My good God! how have [ delayed 
the marriage of the poor Count de 
Piennes; I have diſturbed and affficted 
all this ſuſceptible little ſociety ; ; have 
baniſhed even their moſt innocent amuſe- 


ments. How ungrateſul was I in de- 
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Ngning to leave them, and to go to 
Mondelis, to ſacrifice every thing to 
my own tranquillity, Let us never 
mention a word of that deſign any more. 
No, let us drop it for ever. 

I can write no longer, my hand | is 
tired, and mine eyes fail me. I have 
but few ideas, and a weak memory; 
a thick cloud ſeeming to obſcure the 
objects and hide them from me. The 
Marquis de Montalais is ſtill in the 
country; where it is ſaid, he has ſuffer- 
ed much uneaſineſs, and is ſtill diſtreſſed, 
He has loſt his ſon, and may loſe his 
wife. I hope, I wiſh indeed, he may 
not loſe her: I conſtantly reflect, I 
ought to wiſhſo, Adieu, my dear Count, 
accept. my thanks, with the ſtrongeſt aſ- 
* of my greigude and friendſhip.— 

0 2 L E T- 
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Yo UR reflections on the diſpoſi- 
tion of Madam de Martiguee, are a little 
too ſevere: and why do you doubt of 
her reſolutions? She has this time en- 
tered into engagements too ſtrong, to 
be broken through. Her portrait gi- 
ven, her intentions made public, the 
contract ready to be ſigned. Do you 
think nothing of all this? As to her 

| letter, it ſignifies nothing; that was 
trifling. The Count de Piennes would 
ſhudder, if he were to read that part of 
your letter; it would really alarm him. 
Madam de Thianges is now conſtantly 
with Madam de Martigues, to whom 
the appellation of ſiſter is already be- 
nr G come 
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come familiar; every thing is getting 
ready, the artiſts are all ſet to work; and 
there is not the leaſt appearance of any 
change: it is impoſſible to foreſee. any. 
I am permitted to leave off the ob- 
ſervance of a very troubleſome regimen: 
at the ſame time the fineſt weather in 
the world invites me abroad; the air 
does me a great deal of good, and my 
ideas. grow more and more diſtinct; 
know not if this be. an. advantage to me. 
1 have, ere now, experienced a kind of 
peaceful pleaſing ſtupidity, that ſuſpends 
all the rapid emotions of the ſoul, and 
calms the agitations of the heart: One 
forgets oneſelf in ſuch a ſtate, while 
the time paſſes away without our per- 
ceiving it; the paſt leaving no trace 
on the memory, nor the future engag- 
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ing the attention. If ſuch a ſituation 
has nothing agreable in it, it hath alſo 
nothing diſpleaſing, and I now expe- 
rience the poſſibility of regretting the 
joſs of it. The Marchioneſs de Mon- 
talais ſtill continues ill; Madam de 
Martigues ſays very ill. Why cannot 
1 think of it without emotion? Very 
il! Her ſituation really affects me 
But I alſo have been very ill: was I 
not even ſo bad as to be given over? 
Why ſhould 1 think—Indeed, my friend, 
I deſire it not—I hope ſhe will be as 
fortunate as I have been. 

I with Madam de Martigues had not 
ſhewn me ſeveral of the Marquis's let- 
ters; I ſhould have been olad not to 
have known how much he intereſted 
himſelf in my recovery. For, ſome time 
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after the commencement of my fever, 
he ſent every morning an expreſs to 
the Count de Piennes, to inquire after 
my health; and every evening Madam 
de Martigues diſpatched another to him. 
What paſſionate expreſſions are contain. 
ed in his letters l—Imprudent woman! 
Why would ſhe compel me to hear 
them? Why would ſhe continue to | 
tead them, in ſpite of me! Alas, thoſe 
too tender expreſſions are engraven on 
my heart, and have renewed its concern 
and inquietude. Thofe letters, the ill- 
neſs of the Marchioneſs, the diſcourſe 
of Madam de Martigues, my own weak- 
neſs, all together But, adieu. My ideas 
are confuſed, and wandering; I am afraid 
to fix them on any object z _ even on 
"98 * one — Ah, not indeed on any. 
355 LET: 
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LETTER XI. 


Th E wager you offer to lay is very 

diſobliging with regard to Madam de 
Martigues. She will not marry, do 
you ſay? This repeated diſcourſe of- 
tends me, and that by ſo much the 
more, as Madam de Thianges was 
talking to me in the fame manner 
yeſterday. Her brother perfectly quar- 
relled with her for it; for neither he 
nor J entertain the leaſt doubt: and 
can a lover be deceived with reſpect 


to the diſpoſition of his miſtreſs? The 


day is fixed for ſigning the contract. 
Madam de Martigues will marry; a 


little whimſically perhaps, but be aſ- 


ſured, ſhe will certainly be ſoon married, 
G 3 I learn 


8 Tris: c hes: 
I learn this moment, that Madam 
de Montalais is a little better. Never 
did the ſpring appear more pleaſant 
and agreable. Its grateful influence 
affects every creature; Oh, may it 
reanimate the Marchioneſs and reſtore her 
to the wiſhes of her. huſband, who. is 
_ doubtleſs attached to her. An affectio- 
nate and generous temper, habit, and 
the aſſurance of being beloved, form 
ſtronger connections than is generally 
imagined. My melancholy wanderings 
of mind have not, my friend, contracted 
my heart; they have not concentra- 
ted all my ſenſibility within myſelf: 
1 dare venture to ſay, I am ſtill juſt; 
taking a pleaſure to aſſure myſelf that 
I] do not wiſh for an event—But why 
this vain apology for my ſentiments ? 
0 I know 
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I know not. I believe my head is ſtill 


weak. I ſhall finith my letter in the 
evening. 


Nine o'clock in the evening. 


Madam de Themines hath juſt left 
me, in the moſt terrible paſſion againſt 


her huſband. She cries, weeps, and 1s 
ſo enraged ;: ſhe ſays,. ſhe will never 


forgive him for his want of complai- 


ſance to her- in. an inſtance, for which, 


were I in her. place, I ſhould perhaps 
be angry at him too. Themines ab- 
ſolutely inſiſts, that the young: Mar- 


chioneſs ſhall accompany his mother 
to Bourbon, whither ſhe is going to 
drink the waters. The old lady, 


impatient at loſing a moment in the 
recovery of her health, has taken it 
G4 - . ne 
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into her head to precipitate her journey, 
and ſets out the very day in which 
the contract of marriage is to be ſign- 
ed between Count de Piennes and 
Madam de Martigues, Every body 
was diſpleaſed with this arrangement, 
and preſſed Themines to grant his 
wife a week, to be preſent at the mar- 
Tiage of her friend; after which ſhe 
would follow her mother: in- l w. But 
Themines, who is cold, exact and even 
rigid, was not to be influenced either 
by the tears of the Marchioneſs or the 
entreaties of Madam de Martigues. 
Unluckily, the Count de Piennes was 
preſent, and took no part in a conteſt, 
which the natural mildneſs of his diſ— 
poſition. rendered very diſagreable; he 
held his tongue for fear of heightening 
85 the 
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like lightening, and flew from the ſtairs 
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the quarrel by endeavouring to appeaſe 
it. This ſilence it ſeems fo irritated 
Madam de Martigues, that ſhe vented 
all the reſentment, excited by Themi- 
nes, very unjuſtly -on the Count, And 
fo you, Sir, I ſuppoſe, faid ſhe to him; 
will take it into your head too, to 
impoſe on me your commands, to lay 
me under ſuch conſtraint, and treat me 
with the like ſeverity! Am I to ex- 


perience your caprices in like manner? 


repeated ſhe in a tone of haughtineſs 
and chagrin. Aſtoniſhed and confoun- 


ded at ſuch a queſtion, the Count did 
not make a reply with ſufficient expe- 


dition and propnety; on which Ma- 
dam de Martigues ſprung out of the 
ſaloon, - darted acroſs the apartments 


£0 
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to her chariot, into which ſhe flung 
herſelf without paying. the leaſt regard 
to Piennes, who ran after her. Poor 
Count! He poſted hither ;. and Ma- 
dam de Termes is at his deſire going 
to ſup with- Madam de Martigues, in 
order to negotiate. a treaty of peace 
between them. Adieu, my friend, let 
me till have a place. in your: eſteem.. 


br: 


And why? Do I know enough of her 


1 1 „ 7 
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EL E T T E R XII. 


I Have ſpent two days with my ſiſter 


at Neuilli; where there was too much 


company. Nothing pleaſes, amuſes or 


affects me; it ſeems to me as if 
pleafure dwelt only 1 in ſolitude : I ſhould 
like much a little hermitage, ſituated 
at the foot of a mountain, ſecure from 
noiſe and tumult. What would I do 
there? Exactly what I do in the middle 
of Paris, ſpend my time in fruitleſs 
reveries. Ml 
The Marchioneſs de Montalais is very 
ill; ſhe is thought to be paſt all hopes. 


Good God! how my heart flutters at 


writing thoſe words paſt all hopes. 


to 


2 LITT EES of che 
to intereſt myſelf ſo greatly in her fate? 
Alas! ſhe is but young, and was happy; 
a great fortune, of illuſtrious birth, had 
ſo amiable an huſband, ſo diſtinguiſhed 
by his perſonal qualifications, capable 
of ſo much attention, reſpect and com- 
placence! a man ſhe adored, and had 
the not reaſon ?—How greatly muſt 
the regret the loſs of life! Indeed 1 
pity her from the bottom of my heart. — 
But, let us drop this ſubject; let us 
drop it quickly. I will not, I rn 

not at preſent to think of 61280 
At fix o'clock this evening is to 
be ſigned the contract, which gratifies 
the ardent and longing wiſhes of 
Count de Piennes. I take the oppor- 
tunity of writing to you while Ma- 
dam de Termes is employed in arrang- 
0 3 18 
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ing my je wels and hers; happy ſhe! to 
be capable of n dana with ok 
rifles ! 
I am» going ths to n and to 
appear in a numerous circle! What 
conftramt and fatigue ! There are times 
in which negligence and retirement are 
moſt ſuitable to the fituation of the 
heart. What a ſight will this be to 
the ſuſceptible Montalais! - Alas! how 
is he now employed? perhaps at this 
inſtarit his face is bathed in tears —1 
cannot reſtrain mine: Ah, how can 1 
deſcribe him as being afflicted without 
ſharing his grief. — But what do I hear ?— 
What noiſe? — St. Magrin, Comminges, 
Themines! What do " ſay . 
Heaven! is it ads 


Four” 


7 


„ Levon of te. 
Four o' clock in the Afternoon. 
What confuſion and diſorder ! Can 
J believe it? I am quite tranſported 
with anger and ſurpriſe. How ſhall [ 
tell you? Madam de Martigues is— 
no where to be found; no body knows 
where ſhe is: Imprudent thing! to 
deceive thus her own family, that of 
the Count de Piennes, and to diſap- 
Point the expectations of all her friends! 
SGone!— Tes, ſhe is gone, ſet out this 
morning at nine o'clock, in a berlin 
and fix, full-gallop for the country; 
one of her women only attending her, 
and three of her people running before 
the carriage: Which way ſhe is gone, 
Heaven knows. For my part I can 
hardly fetch my breath; this capri- 
cious flight 1 ſo affected me with 
0 ſur- 
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ſurpriſe at its extravagance, —Never, 


never will it be forgotten.—What will 
be faid of it? How can it poſſibly 
be juſtified? 


| Six o clock, 
Piennes hath juſt now left me; Mon- 
ſieur de Termes brought him, who 


conſtantly keeps him company on this 


intereſting oceaſion. His grief is inex- 


preſſible; one cannot look at him with- 


out mixing one's tears with his, that flow 
abundantly,—Hath Madam de Martigues 
an heart? -Hath ſhe any ſenſibility? Is 
it poſſible for her thus to afflict and 

affront the man ſhe promiſed to make 


happy? Cruel woman ! to give her lover 


and her friends, ſo much grief and anxie- 
t5—But lam every moment interrupted. 
Eight 


96 4 LE TT ERS of the: 


Eight o'clock. to 
Exery body ſends and comes hither. 
Madam de Termes and I are teized to 
death with queſtions; we look ſorrow- 
fully at each other, and hardly dare lift 
up our eyes to look people in the face. 
Twenty two perſons invited to ſup- 
per at the Hotel de Martigues, receiv- 
ed this morning each a billet of excuſe; 


importing ſimply that an unforeſeen and 


important affair, obliged the Counteſs to 
deprive | herſelf of the — of re- 
ceiving them to day. TY 

Madam de Thianges i 18 quite vi, 
to ſee. à whole houſe inſulted by this 
&range proceeding. All vent their ſpleen 
in complaints and angry reflections. But 
what can be ſaid? What anſwer can be 
made them? Say that one might ven- 
ture 


1 
o 4 


Cong 
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ture to negle& decorum, to expoſe one- 


ſelf without fear to juſt reproach, to 
deſpiſe the world, and break the laws 
impoſed by ſociety; yet ſurely one 
ought to be reſtrained by more natural 
ties, by more intimate connections 
Ought one to afflict one's friends, and 
deprive them of the means of juſti- 
fying their attachment to one ?—A 
Courier with letters—from Madam de 


Martigues —and Madam de Themines— 
What are they together then? Can 
the old Counteſs de Themines coun- 


tenance this affair 


Ten o'clock. 


[ have not power to copy theſe let- 


ters. The Chevalier de Termes will 


be ſo good as to take that trouble. 
Vo L. II. H You. 
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You will have them from his hand— 
Inconſiſtent woman! She cannot con- 
ceive the diſtreſs ſhe has occaſioned, 
Piennes will die of grief, and 1 ſhall 
never conſole myſelf. — What will the 


Marquis de Montalais ſay of it, to 


whom ſhe had made ſuch promiſes ?— 
Oh! my friend, what idea will he form 
of the conſtant companion of ſo light, 
Jo abſurd, ſo inconſiderate a woman 
He will think me perhaps — Adieu, my 
heart is full—And then that ſtupid Ma- 

dam de Lugei, what a cauſe of triumph 
will it be for her! 


Aer Ps Madam de Martigues to 
| Madam de Sancerre. 
Sol there are you and Madam de 


Lermes es like two mad things 1 ſuppole ! 
3Þ 4 | 5 Me- 


le 
| 


SP, 
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Methinks, I ſee you lift up your 


hands, with ſurprize; ſtare at each 
other and cry out: Gone, Good God! 


is it poſſible? Gone! What, Madam de 


Martigues ? Yes, it is very true, I am 
gone, ſure enough. A mighty pretty 
ſubje ct for exclamation truly; you ac- 
cuſtom yourſelves to nothing: the leaſt 
thing in the world throws you into 


eee 


I have my reaſons J which, * I ſhould 
tell you, poſſibly you would not think 
them good ones; I ſhall therefore 
keep them to myſelf, It is good to 
let your firſt tranſports be over; for 
I am certain, that Madam de Termes 
is at this very moment wiping away the 


tears of the poor Count. —Seriouſly now, 
is he very fad? I am very ſorry for 


4 2 
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it, and ſhould partake of his grief on any 
other occaſion. I am very far from being 
inſenſible to his chagrin.— But I will not 
make you impatient; hear and believe me. 
I I have run away from him, it is 
his fault. Yes. Madam, it is the 
fault of M. de Piennes. I have 
an eſteem for him; I love to ſee 
him; take a pleaſure in hearing him; 
and am ſenſible of his good qualities: 
he has merit, and is poſſeſſed of my 
confidenee; but he is not without his 
faults. There's his furious deſire to 
marry me, for example; is that ex- 
cuſable? How many times have [I 
begged of him, to -renounce ſuch a 
fooliſh fancy? But nothing can per- 
ſuade him, the title of friend will not 
fatisfy his ardent defires;, he obſtinarely 

perſiſts 


4 


SS & 
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perſiſts in loving, in adoring, and in 
being my huſband, Surely wy fate 
is very terrible and extraordinary | 
There is perhaps but one conſtant man 
in all the world, and I have had the 


misfortune to light on him, 


My dear Madam de Termes, do not 
put yourſelf in a paſſion; my char- 
ming, my dearly beloved Madam de 
Sancerre, pray put not on your grave 
airs. I aſſure you, in the ſincerity of 
my heart, the very notion of a huſband 
would make me fly to the other end 


of the world, to get.rid of him. Such 


a familiar, exacting, imperious creature! 


How can I ever reſolve to inveſt a 
man with the right of coming into my 


apartment as if it were his own? To 


. tay there, to lay me under conſtraint, 


H 3 _ to 


1 | | 


to tire me, contradict me, to make 
pretenſions, ' to have his t#01/l,, and in 
ſhort, impoſe laws on me? I have 
not yet forgotten Monſieur de Mar- 
tigues, his peremptory tone, his it muy 
be ſo Madam; I require it; it is proper; 
will bave it; i foal "” hb; and of 
courſe ſo it was. 

I prefer Count de Piennes to all 
the men in the world; I love him; 
indeed 1 do: but that kind of ſenti- 
ment I have for him, gives me not 
the leaſt inclination to be his, nor 
weakens that repugnance I feel to ma- 
trimonial ſubjection. Why then ſhould 
1 have ſigned the marriage · contract this 
evening? Why, do you ſay? Be- 
cauſe truly I ought not to have occa- 
ſioned a little diſappointment to thoſe 
8 0 
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who were invited to ſup with me, and 
be preſent at that horrid ſignature; 
the very thoughts of which are enough 
to make me faint. I ſhould have doubt- 
leſs been in a fine humour afterwards; 
it would have been a charming ſupper! 
prodigiouſly' entertaining to be ſure! 
What with the doting extravagancies 
of the old people, the inſipid alluſions 
of the young, and the tender extaſies 
of the happy Count—Oh, fie, fie, 
never will I preſide at ſuch an aſ- 
nn,; . 
Well, but when you have exhauſted 
all your lamentable exclamations; when 
you have tired yourſelves with crying 
out, ſhe is certainly frantic! You will 
by degrees come to yourſelves and re- 
collect that this frantic thing is your 
H 4. af- 
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affectionate, ſincere and- conſtant friend. 
I ſpeak in particular to Madam de 
Termes. As to you, my charming 
Counteſs, Heaven hath beſtowed on 
you an indulgent and forgiving diſ- 


poſition. Adieu my dear companions, 


I regret your abſence already. I ſhall 
write to you often, have you always 
in my thoughts, and love you for 
Ever. ps 


A Letter from Madam de 7. Bemines 2 
5 the C ounteſs de Sancerre. 

I beg you to believe, Madam, that 
J am in no wiſe an accomplice to the 
aſtoniſhing behaviour of Madam de Mar- 
tigues. You will be ſo good alſo as 
to aſſure Count de Piennes, Madam 


de * and above all M. de The- 
| mines, 
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mines, of the ſame. I was not indeed 
leſs ſurpriſed to ſee Madam de Mar- 
tigues on the road to Fontainbleau, 
than you muſt have been at finding her 


gone. She goes with us to Bourbon; 
not that I ſhould have adviſed her to 


ſuch a journey, but I cannot conceal 
the pleaſure I take in her company. 
My mother-in-law began at firſt to 
quarrel with her, but afterwards could 
not help laughing at the adventure. 
So chearful and ſo beloved a companion 


cannot fail of making my ſtay at Bour- 


bon as agreable as I feared it would 
be irkſome and tedious. Adieu, forbear 


to chide ; forgive the charming fugi- 


tive, and engage Madam de Termes to 


| ſhew us the like indulgence. I love 
M. de Themines with all my heart; 


but 
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but 1 cannot blame a woman, who 
is at liberty, for avoiding ſo heavy a 
yoke. The beſt huſband is, aſter all— 
a huſband. 


EE T. 
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From Madam de Sercerre. 


Tar departure of Madam de Mar- 


tigues, and the deſpair of Count de 
Piennes, furniſh me with very diſagre- 


able employment I aſſure you. I am 
hurt by every thing that is ſaid on 


the ſubject. Madam de Termes and I | 


are conſtantly with Madam de Thianges; 
whoſe affection and friendſhip engage 
her to pay as conſtant attendance on 
her brother. Yeſterday they told me, 


he was quite dejected; but J found 


him quite furious; having no ſooner 


ſet eyes on me than he burſt forth into 


the moſt violent exclamations. He hears 


nothing, nor makes any reply to any 
thing 
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thing that is ſaid to him; but ſighs and 
weeps, and raves in an extravagant and 
incoherent manner. His ſituation is 
really deſperate, and gives me great con- 
cern and affliction. In the mean time, 
Madam de Martigues is amuſing her- 
ſelf at Bourbon.—Themines has juſt 
ſent me a letter from her; which [ 
find by his billet he hath peruſed with 
diſſatisfaction. As you deſire to know 
all her reaſons, read the copy of this 
letter. | 


Letter from Madam a Martigues to the 
Marquis de T, bemines. 


Lou muſt not ſuſpect Madam de 
T bemines, of any ſecret intelligence 
with the criminal; you muſt not even 


chide her, Sir; much leſs ſeyerely. 
With 
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With all that good-ſenſe and equity 
you make ſuch boaſt of, you are very 
often unjuſt; being capricious, wil- 
ful and obſtinate. If Count de Piennes 
complains of me, he is in the wrong. 
It is of you, and you alone, my dear 
Marquis, that he ought to complain, 
In baniſhing your kind, your ſubmiſſive 


companion, in ſpeaking to her in fo 


poſitive and abſolute a tone, in reſiſting 


her prayers and tears, you opened my 


eyes with regard to the danger, to 
which I was going to expoſe myſeclf; 
you made me recolle& myſelf ; while 
I trembled to think the Count de Piennes 
would, in a few days, have it in h's 
power, in like manner to excite my 
tears, and ſee them flow without emotion. 
I am indeed greatly obliged to you, 

for 
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For having been ſo inflexible, ſo iti. 
perious, ſo inſufferably tyrannical. [ 
love you much the better for it; and 
you may depend on my acknowledging 
the obligation I am under to you. 

They talk very ſtrangely at Paris about 
this affair, no doubt. Tell St. Maigrin 
to write me the news, and to begin 
with what concerns me. The prudent 
Madam de Lugei, the ſententious Ma- 
dam de Thoré, the doting  Madam— 
Oh the old frights! They love me 
to be ſure! How my little hiſtory 
will ſet them fidgetting about the town, 
talking, chattering, llandering, lying! 
Ob, how it will revive and give freſh 
ſpirits to their inſipid circle! What 
comments, what ſtupid remarks will 
they not make on my behaviour, and 
| 2 | how 
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how oy ſhall I not laugh at 


f them |! 


Bur, a propos, pleaſe to conſole the 
Count de Piennes; and afſure him of 
my moſt tender friendſhip and eſteem. 
In his firſt tranſports, he will be for 
ſending you about your buſineſs and 
liſtening to nothing. But, do you know 
that he is very unreaſonable as well as 
ungrateful; yes, I ſay, ungrateful. 
For, pray, now, if I were not intereſted 
in the care of his happineſs, why have 


T refuſed, theſe two years paſt, to marry 


him? Have I not been afraid to ſee 
him unhappy ? Poor Count! He 1s 


_ diſtreſſed, do they ſay? perhaps if 


he were my huſband he would be in 
abſolute deſpair. Believe me, I do every 
thing for the beſt. Adieu. Do not 

5 take 
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take it into your head to quarrel with 
Madam de Themines; for I proteſt 
to you, ſhe knew nothing of my deſign. 
If you entertain the leaſt doubt of this, 
I will have nothing to ſay to * as 
long as I * | 


From Madam de $, ancerre. 


What a ſtyle! What levity ! She little 
thinks how many ſuſceptible minds are 
intereſted in her conduct. Never was 
gaiety ſo ill-timed.—A meſſenger from 
Madam de Comminges.— A letter from 
her, and one from her huſband.— A las 
they inform me Madam de Monta- 
lais— What news! Oh! my friend, 
Madam de Montalais is dead. At three 
o'clock this afternoon, in the arms of 
her huſband; her head leaning on his 

ö breaſt, 
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breaſt, while ſhe beſtowed on him the 


moſt affectionate benedictions, and bid 
him the moſt tender, the moſt ſorrowful 
adieus. But my hand refuſes to tran- 
ſcribe the expreſſions of Comminges 
How greatly am I affected ar this ac- 
cident! | 

Oh that humane, that ſuſceptible, chat 
generous Montalais To receive her laſt 
fighs, to hear her laſt accents.— HO. 


deeply muſt not this pierce his heart? 


Comminges was with him; expecting 
the fatal moment, in order to take him 
from the houſe, and carry him off to 
Pleſſis; whither Madam de Comminges 
is going to join her huſband and con- 
ſole her amiable relation; the right of 
conſanguinity authoriſing her diſcharge 
of that mournful but compaſſionate duty. 

. Where 
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Wherefore may not friendſhip venture 
to do that, which even the moſt diſtant 
elationſhip makes decent and natural, 
On that I were the Marquis's relation; 
that 1 were but his ſiſter ! I then might 
fe him, ſpeak to him, ſhare in his ſuffe- 


_ mix my tears with his! I have 
afand times wiſhed him to be my 


brother: you will not believe it per- 

— vet nothing is more true: { 

mould be happy, to have it in my power 

o ſay to him, without having reaſon to 

_  Sluth at the confeſſion: You are dear 0 
nme, I love you! ee 

Struck with this accident, I weep and 

am ſtrangely affected.— A lively ſenti- 

ment is excited in my ſoul; which I never 

before knew, nor can now define. Never 


Aid 1 3 my dear Count, 
whence 


©. 


Þ 


it that I weep ? Tell me, why I cannot 


relief in their effuſion. Perhaps tl 
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whence comes it; I ſay, whence comes 


refrain from tears? They flow in abun - 
dance, and yet they are not pain 


bitter; I find even a kind of chearful 


kind of ſorrow which compaſſio 
in us, is free from trouble or agi. 
it does not carry us far from ourlelve: 


but, on the contrary, brings our: le- 


ſlections home to— What was I going to 
ſay ? I Kk now not. Adieu. I have ſome- 


thing to ſay to you but can write 


no more. NS i 
b 
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1 AM ſetting out this inſtant for Bour- 
bon. Monſieur de Termes goes with 
me, and we ſhall proceed without ſtop- 
ping a moment. Poor Count de Piennes 
is in great danger; being in a violent 
fever, and refuſing all kind of advice 
and aſſiſtance. He is perpetually calling 
upon Madam de Martigues; thinks he 
ſees her, talks to her, tenderly reproaches 
her; begs her forgiveneſs for having forced 
her to fly from him; conjures her to 
forget his paſſion, and promiſes never to 
importune her with it again: then he 
fetches piteous ſighs, and breaks out 
into the moſt bitter complaints, raiſes 


himſelf up to run after her, to bring her 


"= ek, 
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back, to marry her, or to ſtab himſelf in 


her preſence. His ſiſter. is diſtreſſed 


beyond conception z while four of his 


domeſtics can hardly hold him in bed. 
For my own part alſo I am ſhocked 
at his ſituation ; in all probability he will 


loſe his ſenſes, if not his life. Good 
God! if ſo fatal an event ſhould ſucceed 


her imprudent flight, what ſorrow and 
remorſe will embitter the life of Madam 


de Martigues. I know the goodneſs of 
her heart; tho' ſhe is wild and fooliſh, ſhe 


is by no means cruel, I am going to 
fetch her. We have ſent an expreſs, 
but no letters will perſuade her to return; 
and perhaps no body would have ſo much 
influence with her as myſelf. I owe this 


ſtep to friendſhip—Bur they tell me Ter- 


mes is ready; I muſt leave you. Adieu. 
13 LET 
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I Arrived here yeſterday pretty late; 
when I found a billet for me from the 
Marquis de Montalais; a reply to my 
compliments of condolence, which of 
courſe I was to expect; and yet thoſe well- 
known characters, the ſight of my name 
m his hand-writing, gave me ſo much 
emotion, that my trembling fingers could 
hardly break open the ſeal. The follow- 
ing is a copy of it. 

The Marquis de Montalais to Nees de 

Sancerre. 

« The part you condeſcend to take in 
my griefs, Madam, ſerves greatly to 
ſoften my afflictions. What conſolation 
is it for me to receive the marks of your 

* 1 remem- 
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remembrance and goodnels. And can 
you really pity me, Madam? May you 


retain for me that generous compaſ- 
ſion, which I have long deſerved at 


your hands, May it be one day permit- 
ted me. May I venture, Madam, — No, 
my heart durſt not as yet expreſs any 
thing but ſentiments of gratitude and re- 
wet.” 


Yes, it will doubtleſs be permitted him 


to expreſs all the ſentiments of his ſoul. 
With vrhat pleaſure ſhall T hear the avowal ! 


Ts he not deſerving of my affection? 


Certain of being favourably heard, ah, let 
him ſpeak, and my heart and hand ſhall be 


the reward of his conitant affection, No, 


my friend, nog I ſhall never make him 


purchaſe, by tormenting doubts and un- 


certainty, the happineſs 1 deſign him. I 


14 deſpiſe 
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deſpiſe all the little arts of female vanity, 
and hate the woman capable of afflicting 
the man ſhe. loves, when the is not for- 
bidden by honour ro be fincere and to 
make him happy. I can ſay to the Mar- 
quis de Montalais, 7 place my happineſs 
in contributing to yours. But will he him- 
ſelf ſpeak ? Will he venture to ſpeak to 
one ſo haughty and indifferent, —Bur 
what a fear! Why ſhould I indulge it ? 
How naturally am 1 inclined to torment 
myſelf! 

I am a good deal fatigued with my ex- 
pediton; and have brought back Ma- 
dam de Martigues. Surprized to ſee 
me, and ſtruck with the cauſe of my 
journey, ſhe was affected by my re- 
Proaches, and did not heſitate a moment 
to follow me. Her impatience on the road, 
J her 


7 


her dejection, and her apprehenſions on 
entering Paris, ſufficiently convinced me 
that ſhe had no deſign to afflict either 
her friends or her lover. Her preſence, 


her tears, and conſoling promiſes have 
produced the effect we expected. The 
pleaſure of ſeeing her again hath reſtored 


Count de Piennes to himſelf: he is now 
reſolved to live, and eagerly takes the re- 
medies which he before refuſed ; his fever 
is conſiderably diminiſhed; his hopes are 
revived, and in a few days he will in all 
probability be quite reſtored. Adieu, I 
am going to take ſome repoſe; of which 


i ſtand in great need. Madam de Com- 


minges writes me word that the Marquis 
deMontalais is very ſorrowful and ſolitary. 
He forms, ſhe ſays, range projets. What 
can ſhe mean by that expreſſion? Adieu! 
| LET- 
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J Cannot ſuffer a man of ſenſe to lic 
under any unjuſt prepoſſeſſions. You 
entertain very falſe ideas of the ſenti- 
ments of Madam de Martigues; ſhe 
loves the Count de Piennes, and is really 
afraid of making him unhappy by mar- 
rying him. He has loved me ſo long, 
aid ſhe to me yeſterday, has been ſo 
earneſt in his defires, has contracted ſuch 
2 habit of endeavouring to pleaſe me, of 
 feeking the means to overcome my re- 
ſiſtance; his imagination ſo exaggerates 
the pleaſure of his triumph, that this 
tender and paſſionate love will meet the 
fate perhaps of thoſe ardent wiſhes, the 
accompliſhment of which always falls ſo 

far 
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far ſhort of the idea we form of them. 


Alas! what means ſha}l be found to fill. 
vp that vacancy, which will be left in 


his mind from the loſs of ſo many plea- 
fing illuſtons? He will ceaſe to love me; 
And how ſhall I, who have been ſo long 
accuſtomed to reign over his heart, ſup- 


port his indifference ? I ſhall hate him, 


if he lets me ſee it! We ſhall both be 


to be pitied; he will be eat up with 
chagrin, while vexation and vanity wil! 
render me a very fury. Such is the 


ftate, into which our friends are ſo deſi- 
rous to plunge us. But, come, you 
ſhall all be ſatisfied; I will marry him; 


but you will ſee, if you don't repent of 


your preſſing ſohcitations. 
But to leave the ſubject of Madam de 
Martigues, my dear Count, and ſpeak of 
myſelf; 
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myſelf; I am going to ſurpriſe you. 
amuſe myſelf at preſent, you will hardly 
gueſs how, in ſettling affairs with my 
ſteward. Thoſe tedious papers, which 
I could not be induced to read, before [ 
ſigned them, are all gathered together 
about me. I take a pleaſure in calcula- 
ting my income; which is augmented 
by the care and abilities of honeſt Rai. 
mond; and I thank you, for having re- 
commended him to me. Treating my 
' tenants with mildneſs, and giving up 
many of my juſt claims, I poſſeſs at preſent 
an eſtate of two hundred and ten thouſand 
livres per annum. Oh, how intereſted 
I grow! The value of riches is never 
known till one has a deſire of beſtowing 


them, or ſharing them with others. 1 


now,, for the firſt time in my life, can 
| | ſay 
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ſay to myſelf with ſatisfaction, with plea- 
ſure, my fortune is conſiderable, it is 
independent, and I may diſpoſe of it.” 
Monſieur de Montalais is expected to 
return ſoon from Paris; it is very aſto-. 
niſhing to me, that Madam de Martigues 
does not ſpeak to me about him. I know 
they correſpond by letter. She could en- 
tertain me with ſuch diſcourſe, at a time 
when it had been more proper for her to 


be ſilent, What makes her ſo much on 
the reſerve at preſent ?—But the illneſs of 


Count de Piennes takes up all her attention. 


It is very natural it ſhould. Good God, how 


am 1 moved at thinking of the Marquis's 
return! What! ſhall I ſee him again? Will 
he ſpeak to me? Ah! what will he ſay to 


me? Adieu. You negle& me too much: 
two Couriers without any of your letters. 


LE T. 
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| SPE AK to you of myſelf, my dear 
Count? Can I ſpeak to you at preſent 
of any body elſe? There are'times in 

which all our ideas are concentrated in | 
ourſelves, in which we perceive nothing 
in the univerſe, but our own deſires and 
the object of them. A ſoothing hope 
might calm the agitations of my heart; 
and agreable proſpects engage my at- 
tention: but as yet J am full of inquie- 
tude, Madam de Comminges has writ- 
ten to me, I know not what; I com- 
prehend nothing at all of her letter, po- 
ſitively nothing, and yet it gives me 
great anxiety. The Marquis de Mon- 
talais, ſhe tells me, is ſtil] dejected, pen- 
33 ſive 
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ſive and ſorrowful; always attached to 
that ſingularity of a party, which be 
might be much blamed for taking.” She 
ſhould be apt to think he regrets the 
lols of the fortune he is deprived of by 
the death of his wife, if the propoſals of 
the Count de Roye did not abſolutely pre- 
clude ſuch a notion. 

What does Madam de 1 
mean? The Marchioneſs's heir make 
him propoſals ! Of what kind can ſuch 
propoſals be? The Count de Roye has 
a niece, who is very young, and till in 
the convent. Would he—WIll that— 
She inherits the eſtate of the old Coun- 
teſs de Roye; and they ſay is char- 
ming—Good God! ought not Madam 
de Comminges either to explain herſelf 


entirely, or have been quite filent, 


; How 
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How the ſtate of the ſoul is changed 
in a moment! How greatly do the 


bleſſings of life depend on the imagina. 


tion! Ah, why ſhould mine fix itſelf 
yeſterday on ſuch pleaſing proſpects, af. 
fording the molt agreable, the moſt flat- 


tering emotions! Ah, how hath this 


| letter of Madam de Comminges diſſipated 
the flattering illuſions, which began to 
ſeduce, to delight my heart! I was plea- 
ſed yeſterday that 4 was rich and at li- 


berty z and have I not ſtill the ſame ad- 
vantages? Hath any body deprived 


me of them ? Ah, what is it then, I 
regret? | 

I never could abide that Count de 
Roye. Are you not like me. I hate 
theſe active minds, theſe officious per- 


ſons, whoſe importungte zeal is leſs a 
0 
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N proof of their attachment than the effect 
of their reſtleſs diſpoſition. Their friend- 

I hip is perpetually in motion; is ever ſo- 
© WW licious to appear and to ſerve one. It 
. [MW lays one under reſtraint, embarraſſes, and 
often injures one. How few are there 
; WH vole pleaſure in their intriguing,” ariſes 
| MW from the warmth of affection. My & 
> IM Count, this kind of friends give occalion 
- © {0 ingratituce, and they deſerve it. LS 


In one of your letters, you congritu- 

late me. Alaſs on what? I am loved 

| I you fay! I flatter myſelf ſo no longer. B 

L Wl thought myſelf fo at a time when that 
dea filled my ſoul with fear. At pre- 

e Wl (ent, it would give me inexpreſſible ſa- 

e Ml tisfaftion; but it is now effaced, it flies 

from me; I want more certainty, and 

a Vol. II. K yet 
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yet am afraid to deſire the decefiary. EX- 
hi HP 

The propoſals of Count de Roye, the 
n abſence of the Marquis, his pro- 
found ſorrow, the ſilence of Madam de 
Martigues, all alarm, and afflict me; 
and you ſtill remain in the country. New 
affairs prevent your return! In telling 
me this, alas, you increaſe my .uneaſi- 
neſs.— Adieu | 


"LET: 
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You fhould not laugh at my fears, 
and trifle with the preſages of ſuceptible 
minds. My conjectures were but too 
true. My lot is decided; yes, my dear 
Count, my fate is abſolutely determined. 
I was born to be unhappy, and muſt be 
lo. | . | ; | > 
Count de Roye, the haſty Count de 
Roye, has offered his niece to the Mar- 
quis de Montalais, together with the 
eſtate of his former wife, and the whole 
fortune of the young heireſs: this proce- 
dure in the Count is very diſintereſted 
and noble; every body admires and 
boaſts of it. His neice, it ſeems, is the 
only perſon capable of repairing the 
„ ä loſſes 
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loſſes of the Marquis. All the world de- 
claim about this inſtance of generous 
friendſbip; Comminges is full of it, and 


has peſtered Madam de Thianges with 


his encomiums on it in a long and tedi- 
ous letter. He looks upon the offer, he 


ſays, as good as accepted; and without 
doubt it is. What reaſon can he have 


to reject it? And then Comminges, why, 
otherwiſe, ſhould he ſpeak of it in that 


manner? Would people talk thus of an 


affair of this kind unleſs it was certain? 
A deſigned marriage inſinuated is as good 
as concluded. | 

Alas! my dear Count, ** have [ 


done? What a fatal inclination hath my 


heart indulged. The Marquis de Mon- 
talais was engaged: how imprudent! J 
loved, and was grieved. He is now 


free, 
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free, and yet I ſtill am grieved. New 


connections have robbed me of the hopes 


of being his, and yet I love him ſtill — 
Oh, that 1 had but avoided him! that J 


had but gone to Mondelis ! how frivolous 


were the conſiderations that prevented 


me! But could I ſuſpect my heart of ſo 
much weakneſs ? 

Before I had ſeen that dangerous 
man, I thought myſelf ſure of preſerving 


my indifference. I looked upon thoſe 
who betrayed an inclination to triumph 
over it, as declared enemies, whoſe pro- 
jets it was eaſy for me to diſconcert. I 
armed myſelf againſt them, with that 
diſtruſt which aroſe from the misfortune 


of my firſt engagement; a woful experi- 
ence was my defence againſt the charms 


attached to that cruel, that delightful 
K 3 | paſſion. 
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paſſion. Suſceptible only of friendſhip, 
I enjoyed the certainty of inſpiring it in 
Others, and the pleaſure of feeling it in 
myſelf; my days paſſed away in happi. 
neſs and tranquility ; every night leaving 
me the hope of enjoying the ſame plea- 
ſures on the following day. Alas! how 
different was that time from theſe hours 
of anxiety and diſtreſs! I was then under 
no fear of the attacks of a lover diſguiſed: 
under the maſk of a friend; I read this 
in my heart too late. A lover] but why 
ſhould I give him that title? Madam de 
Martigues was miſtaken ; he loves me 
not,—Oh ! that I were fecluded from 
_ "the whole world, that I might ſee no- 

body, and be intereſted for no human 
creature! Every thing hurts me, and the 


looks of every one I meet, ſeem curiouſly 
inqui- 
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inquiſitive into the painful ſecret of my 
ſoul.— I would retire to the moſt diſtant 
of my eſtates, there to live unregarded 
and unknown; I would renounce this 
world, in which we are ſo eaſily led aſ- 
tray, and in which bitterneſs and regret 
are inceſſantly couched under the ſeduc- 
tive form of pleaſure. Attempt not, my 


friend, to divert me from this reſolution. 


— Good God! and muſt you and I be 
ſeparated ? You whoſe tender conſola- 
tion will be ſo neceſſary to me! Adieu, 
pity. me, I beg of you, pity me. 


SE 
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On: * my 30 5 the * hes 
ſing hopes are revived in my heart. You 
are in the right, my dear Count, I am 
beloved, I can no longer doubt of it; 
I would no longer doubt it. Amiable, 
generous Montalais! He refuſes her, 
yes, he refuſes Mademoiſelle de Roye. 
Neither her youth, nor fortune, can over- 
come the affefrionate ſentiments he enter- 
tains for another. Another! Oh! my 
good God ! if that ſhould not be me ! 
Madam de Thianges hath left me this 
inſtant; having ſhewn me a letter from 
Comminges; which I have read ten 
times over, and cannot help {till reading 
again and again, 4 feeret and ardent 


pu on, 


I» 
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paſſion, ſays he, engages the Heart of the 


Marquis. He avows bis love, without 


naming the object. To reſuſe a noble, pretty 
and wealthy young lady of ſixteen, is making 


a great ſacrifice. There is but one perſon 
in the world that ſeems worthy ef Monfieur 


de Montalais. A firiking reſemblance in 


diſpoſition ought naturally to form an union 


of hearts. | I wiſh I may not be deceived, 
tut, I dare not explain myſelf farther. 


Pray, ſhew my letter to Madam de Sancerre. 


Her penetration may be uſeſul to me. Aſt 
ber, if ſhe will aſiſt me to gueſs at that 
perſon, ſo ſecretly, ſo ſincerely beloved. 
I can not expreſs to you what ſurpriſe 
this mention of my name firſt gave. I 
perceived. my face burn, and my heart 
flutter d with great violence. I was 
afraid to look up, and trembled for the 
Boba queſtions 
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queſtions Madam de Thianges might put 
to me. But more engaged in the in- 
tereſt of her brother, than attentive to 
my emotions; ſhe aſked me if C omminges 
did not mean Madam de Martigues. I 
aſſured her I believed not, and her CUri- 
olity went no farther. 

The Marquis is going into gende 
with the Count de Roye; their affairs 
being almoſt terminated. Before he ſets 
out, however, he will come to Paris. 
How glad ſhall I: be to ſee him after 
ſo long an abſence, ſo ſevere a depriva- 
tion of his company; to read in his 
looks, now leſs timid 'and conſtrained, 
that paſſion which : engages his heart. 
What? will-he ſpeak- to me? Shall I 
hear the ſound of his well-known: voice; 


will he tell me, be loves me, and thall I 


* 
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liſten to him without bluſhing; will it 
be permitted me to look upon him with 
tenderneſs and ſatisfaction? I may in- 
demnify him perhaps in part ſor the ſa- 
erifice he hath made me: Good God; 
how rapidly are the gloomy clouds that 
are formed by ſear, diſſipated by hope? 
How readily do our wiſhes trace out the 
moſt agreable proſpects.— Ah! let us 
not efface them. Let us enjoy at leaſt 
the delightful illuſions; let us indulge 
our ſenſes in them: for tho” they ſhould* 
deceive us, what avails it? if they- 
give us real pleaſure, while they laſt. + 

Oh my friend, I ſtand in need of all your 
indulgence: I reaſon very ill no doubt; 
but to write to you at thoſe moments, in 
which I am not myſelf, is ſurely to give 
youa convincing proof of my confidence. 
Adieu. LE T- 
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Every thing is changed, and all is 
over. My hopes are annihilated, and 
my proſpects of happineſs entirely va- 
niſhed; leaving behind only the ſhame 
of having form'd them, and the too ſen- 
fible regret of md indulged a fooliſh 
paſſion. WP] 

Madam de Comminges came yeſterday 
from du Pleſſis, whither ſhe returns to- 
morrow. She was ſet down at my houſe. 
This eagerneſs, as it appeared, to ſee 
me, raiſed a thouſand flattering ideas in 
my mind. I recollected Comminges 
letter; and now his wife came directly 
from the Marquis to ſpeak with me.— 
Alas! how quickly our imaginations 
wander! 


\ . | | 
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wander! I wiſhed for the intereſting ex- 
planation, and yet I feared it; but my 
expectations have been cruelly deceived. 
Would you believe it, my dear friend? 
M. de Montalais hath no regard for any 


body here: he is going to retire from 


the ſervice; to leave the court, and to 
ſettle at one of his eſtates in the country; 
there to ſhut himſelf up, and live in ſoli- 
tude. —Ungrateful man! is he ignorant 
that he hath friends in the world ? | 

We have been much miſtaken with 
regard to the highly boaſted character of 
this man. . He has by no means that 


ſuperiority which is imputed to him. 


Where is that greatneſs of ſoul ? Where 
are thoſe noble principles ? that unſhaken 
fortitude ?. Wnat to be humbled and 
mortified at the diminution of his for- 
8 1 
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tune? To bluſh to appear, with leb 
_ -eclat, and to regret that vain ſplendour 

-which he ſeemed to deſpiſe. But Made. 
moiſolle might have reſtored him to theſe 
advantages; might have added to them 
new poſſeſſions. Yet he refuſes her, has 
given her up, and for whom? Com- 
minges, ſays, he is in love: but ke muſt 


Have but little efteem for the object of 


mis affections, if he would lay himſelf 
under no obligation to her. —I know not 
how it is; I cannot comprehend it. He 
refuſes Mademoiſclle, and goes to live re- 
tired at Montalais; goes away, leaves us, 
And quits us for ever. What could Com- 
minges mean? What paſſion, what ſa- 
<rifice did he talk of? Why did he men- 
tion me? — And then that penetrating 
9 Madam de Martigues, truly, 

" Who 
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who was ſo well informed and ſo certain 
of the ſentiments of her ſuſceptible friend] 
Where did ſhe ger her notions? .How 
could ſhe dare to tell me, to aſſure me 
repeatedly, he loved me,. he adored me, and 
was ſo unhappy! What proof had ſhe of 
it? Then, as to myſelf, my dear Count; 
how can I have alarmed myſelf ſo long 
about a paſſion which I have not really 
inſpired! How comes it that I have miſ- 
taken the fimple marks of eſteem for 
indications of love.? Deluded by my own 
weakneſs ; oh, I ſhall hate myſelf, All 
my reflections ſerve only to afflict and 
mortify me, Whom have I to complain 
of; alas, my own wiſhes only have de- 
ceived me. 
But what could have given the looks 
of the Marquis de Montalais that expreſ- 
| ſive, 
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ſive, and affecting languor? Why could 
he never ſpeak to me without trouble and 
emotion? Whence was it that he always 
ſeemed to ſtand in fear of me? Com- 
minges does not talk at random, and he 
ſays, he is in love. But with whom? And 
why am I called upon to aſſiſt him in 
gueſſing at the object of his affectious? Can 
I be connected with this woman? Can ! 
have the misfortune to be her friend ?— 
But if he is in love with her, why does 
he leave her. 1. 57 
You ſee, my dear Count, I am de- 
ſtined not to experience the moſt agre- 
able of all ſentiments, but thro' the means 
the bittereſt anxieties. I muſt ſubmit to 
the ſtrangeneſs of my fate: happy at leaſt 
in that I have kept my imprudent affection 
from the eyes of others. The ingrate 
3 cannot 


\ 
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cannot triumph over my tears, my diſ- 
treſs; he remains ignorant that he Was 
dear to me, that he ſtill is ſo, and will 
be ſo for ever; yes, I ſay, for ever, de- | 
ſire to weep for him, bur never to forget 
him. Adieu, add not to my chagrin by. 
your remonſtrances. Reaſon may con- 
tradict the heart, dut it never can pers. 
ſuade it. 


Vol. II. 1 LET 
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n remark is juſt, my deat 
Count, my ſituation varies every mo- 
ment. One would think ſome active 
and malicious ſpirit took a delight in 
agitating, diſturbing, and appeaſing my 
ſoul. My heart is inceſſantly toſſed 
between hope and fear; joy and grief 
by turns taking poſſeſſion of it, and ſome- 
times both of them together. 

Madam de Martigues, Madam de 
Thianges, and the Count de Piennes 
have been at Pleſſis. It was juſt after 
they were come off this little journey, 
that Madam de Martigues was pleaſed to 
break that aſtoniſhing ſilence ſhe hath 


| preſerved ever ſince the death of the 
Mar- 
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Marchioneſs. And this ſhe did purely 


to quarrel with me; and that with all 


that ſpirit, of which you . her to be 
ſo capable. 

Her anger and reproaches appeared to 
me very unjuſt. In adviſing Madam 
de Com minges and the Marquis de Mon- 
talais of their intended viſit, my two 
friends took it into their heads that I 
ſnould go to Pleſſis with them. Count 
de Piennes informed me of it; but I 


leave you to judge whether I ovght to 
have taken ſuch a ſtep. Madam de 


Martigues however was abſolutely angry 
at my refuſal, and returned very croſs 
and out - of. humour about it. The Mar- 
quis de Montalais, ſhe ſays, will go, 
will avoid Madam de Sancerre, whom 
he finds to be /o haughty, ſo inſenfible, 
; L 2 l and 
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and indifferent; His reaſon determines 
him to ſtrive to get the berter of his in- 
clination, by no longer being in the way 
of the object of 4 fruitleſs affeZFion, of a 
Paſſion deſtined never to be returned; 
never to be happy. 

Madam de Martigues is firangely 
blundering! The Marquis is determined 
to go away, and ſhe quarrels with me for it! 
Why did not ſhe endeavour to ſtop him, 
to give him ſome hopes, to engage him 
Not to leave us till he were better al- 
ſured.—Strange ! that my friend the 
Marquis de Montalais ſhould ſuſpect me 
of inſenfibility\ Shall he, for whom I have 
ſhed ſo many tears, believe me haugh- 
ty and inflexible? My unaccountable 
deſtiny condemns. me never to be 
known. 


* 4 o 
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I would open my heart to my pe- 
tulant friend; but it is already en- 
| oaged. I am beloved ; this is ſome con- 

folationz but what barrier ſeparates me 
ſtill from the Marquis! Is it for me to 
break through it? Am I to make ad- 
vances? Hard condition of our ſex! Is 
it poſſible, Madam de Martigues ſhould 
not divine my ſentiments? How much 
have I ſtood in fear of the penetration of 
the Marquis de Montalais! What pains 
did I take to hide from him thoſe tender 
impreſſions At preſent I would—Alas, 
I ͤ know not what I would. Oh, if you: 
were but here! Good God ! what will 
become of me if he ſhould go away, and 
and I ſhould loſe him?—Yes, I ſhall 
certainly loſe him. How unhappy am I! 
Adieu! I know not what I write. 

L 3 L E T- 
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H OW greatly am I diſturbed ! The 
Marquis de Montalais is in Paris: he 
arrived late laſt night at the houſe of 
Count de Piennes. Madam de Martigues 
writes me word of i it; her billet con- 
raining nothing more than this piece of 
intelligence. Really Madam de Mar- 
tigues grows quite inſupportable. 

He is then here, and J may expect to 
ſee him every hour, every inſtant; ſor 
ſurely he will come and ſee me; he will 

not behave ſo ſtrangely as to avoid me. 
He cannot diſpenſe with paying me a 
viſit; good- -manners at leaft will require 
this of him My dear Count, how my 
heart flutters! The leaſt noiſe in the 
N world 


* 
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world throws it into the moſt violent 
palpitation But wherefore? why this 
unaccountable emotion? I that have ſo 


long deſired the return of this amiable 
man, and entertained ſo pleaſing an idea 


of that moment in which we ſhould meet 


again; yet now frar— Alas! if he ſhould 


come to bid me eternally adieu; if this 
wiſhed- for moment ſhould prove after all 
the moſt cruel of my whole life — Ha! 
what do I hear? A carriage enters the 
court-yard.—[n mourning—yes—it is 
it is he.— I can 1 ferch my breath; 


J am quite — 


| Nine o'clock in the Sun 
You imagine me no doubt, poſſeſſed 
of the moſt lively 1oy, or penetrated by 


the moſt pungent ſorrow. Not at all. I 


am—how ?—1 cannot tell you. 
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What can be made of ſuch conduct? 
Paſſionate in his letters, but cold in his 
converſation, the Marquis does not 
love me, no, he loves me no longer. 
The probity of his heart hath long in- 
duced him to combat his inclination; 
and he hath at length undoubtedly tri- 
umphed over it. Men are happy in their 
diſpoſition, and rarely retain a deſire 
they cannot gratify; and then my in- 
difference, my pride wiſh I loved him 
no longer; I wiſh I had never ſeen him. 
How different have I found him from 
himſelf! ſerious, embarraſſed, his looks 
wandering over my whole perſon, and 
ſeeming to avoid mine! Not any of my 
obliging queſtions · induced him to open 
his heart. If Madam de Termes had 
not come in, a mournful ſilence only 
would 
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would have ſucceeded to a languid con- 
verſation. | 

I am to ſup this evening with him 
at the houſe of Madam de Thianges ; 
can I no how get off it? On what pre- 
text—All my diſpoſitions are changed 
I deſire nothing, my ſentiments are 
almoſt dead and extinct. - Oh how diſ- 
pleaſed I am] but Madam de Termes 
waits for me, I muſt accompany her— 
Oh if I had thought on't, I might have 
had the head-ach, the vapours. Away, 
away, I can think of nothing.—-I am 

going out Adieu. 


E 
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TRE Marquis de Montalais is incom- 

prehenſible. J have often told you, he 
is not known. He is cloſe, ard takes a 
pleaſure in keeping his friends in uncer- 
tainty. Nobody knows any thing of his 
deſigns, nor does he ſpeak of what he 
intends to do. He is indeed inſupport- 
able, and I love him no longer, I be- 
| Hieve even that I hate him. Madam de 
Marrigues alſo puts me out of all pa- 
tience with her affected and myſterious 
reſerve ; ſhe takes it in her head truly to 
be prudent, and not to medale with other 

People's affairs. | 
To wait upon me afſiduoully, to ſee 


me every day, and yet to ſay nothing! 
| 10 


TY 
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To be filent! To ſay nothing at all. 


What can he mean? Is it my place to 
enter upon an explanation between us ? 
Whether he goes or ſtays, his behaviour, 
his deſigns, and even himſelf, all will ſoon 
become indifferent to me. 

To be obſtinately filent, as he is! 
What can be the reaſon of it? Why 


does he lay a reſtraint on his heart, as he 


certainly does? All his actions indicate 
a violent agitation of mind. Yes, my 
friend, his ſoul is ſtrongly agitated ; he 


| looks at me attentively and ſighs, he 
opens his lips to ſpeak, heſitates and ſtops. 
ſhort in ſilence. Now he riſes up ſud- 


denly, and goes haſtily from me; and 
then returns back again, as if he had got 
the victory over himſelf, or had chapel 


ſome im ninent danger. 
3 Can 
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Can you conceive the meaning of all 
this ?—Ah! what a gloomy thought 
ſuggeſts itſelf to my mind! He is afraid 
perhaps! A falſe repreſentation of my 
character may poſſibly have ſet him 
againſt me; the Count de Sancerre was 
generally ſuppoſed to be ſo very unhappy. 
Doubtleſs the Marquis is apprehenſive 
ſuch a woman — Heavens ſomebody is 
coming ! It is he. 

_ Eight o'clock in the evening. 
So moved, ſo charmed, fo affected; 
How can I write ? Yes, I will haſten to 
communicate to the heart of my ſincere 
friend, part of that j Joy with which mine 
3s replete. 
at length he hath ae Alas! if 
love be the cauſe of diſtreſs, of what de- 
lightful ſenſations alſo is it not the ſource? 

N | Partake 
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Partake of my happineſs, my dear Count. 
The Marquis de Montalais loves me, he 
adores me. He hath aſſured me of it? 
repeatedly aſſured me of it; and I be- 
lie ve him; I am ſure he loves me. Am 
certain however that he really ſaid ſo? 
Alas! I hardly know, my agitation of 

mind was ſo great!—To ſee him at my 
feet, to feel my hands tenderly preſſed 
between his; to read in his eyes thoſe 
ſentiments which his lips hardly ventured 
to expreſs : his ſighs, his eloquent ſilence, 
his tears. —Ah! what a criſis! I wept, 
my dear friend, while he put his arm 
round my. waiſt ; and, leaning my head 
on his breaſt, ſaid ſomething, but I know 
not what. His acknowledgements, his 
tranſports, however, informed me that 


the ret of my heart had eſcaped me. 
Neves 
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Never more will I endeavour to conceal 
my ſenſibility : I have ſuffered too much 
by ſo painful a reſtraint. I take a plea- 
ſure in ſaying, in repeating that I love 
the Marquis de Montalais ; that I am 
going to be his companion, * happy 
companion, for life. . 

Good God ! that the ſame emotion as 
that by which I was affected ſhould ever 
make me forrowful ! I was beloved, and 
yet I afflicted myſelf. With what rapi- 
dity does an inſtant efface the moſt lively 
and recent ſorrows! It ſeems to me now 
that ſorrow never can enter the imagina- 
tion when poſſeſſed with the idea of the 
Marquis de Montalais. 

From a diſcourſe, which I begged him 
to break off and never to reſume again, 
I found out the reaſon of his former 

ſilence. 
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filence. It was my fortune that defer- 
red the declaration of his paſſion. He 
ought not to have been afraid of exciting 
any ſuſpicions regarding the motives of 


his enquiry. The generoſity of his ſoul 


is well known. I am therefore going to 
be united to what I love, to ſatisfy the 


wiſhes of an affectionate, ſuſceptible, ge- 


nerous and conſtant heart. O, my friend, 
what a delightful proſpect opens itſelf be- 
fore me! You may well repeat, IJ told 


you ſo, I was in the right, you ought to be- 
eve me. I do believe you. Adieu. 


LET- 
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P. Articulars! my dear Count, you want 
to know particulars! If I were to indulge 
you in this, you would think me childiſh. 
My heart is under fo pleaſing an intoxi- 
cation that it is impoſſible to communi- 
rate any of its ſenſations. As I have 
long tired you with my diſtreſſes, I ſhould 
now only fatigue you with my joys. It 
is eaſy to ſpeak of one's griefs; ſorrow 
is an uniform ſentiment, but who can 
deſcribe the emotions of pleaſure, whoſe 
light and rapid effects leave not a trace 
behind them. We feel this pleaſure, it 
paſſes away, it is renewed, and yet 
eſcapes our reflection; in ſtaying to 
examine it, we loſe time, perhaps di- 

. miniſh 
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miniſh it, and too often reduce it to 
nothing. ; 

My Mariage is fixed for the latter end 
of this month; and for decency's fake 
will be ſolemniſed without eclat. A 
difpute of property had like to have 
broke it off yeſterday. The Marquis de 
Montalais poſitively inſiſted on leaving 
me in the entire poſſeſſion of my fortune, 
and the liberty of diſpoſing of it; refu- 
ſing to accept of its appropriation. Of 
whit a ſatisfaction did he want to de- 
prive me; who never ſhould have con- 
ſented to give him my hand withour the 
advantage of beſtowing with it a fortune 
ſufficient to repair his loſs? Count de 
Piennes undertook to be arbitrator be- 
tween us; M. de Termes drawing up 
the articles agreable to my intentions. T 

Vol. —SA would 


5 
162 LITT Iàs of tlie 


would have the Marquis de Montalais he 
rich and independent; ſo that if heaven 
ſhould one day deprive him of the wife 
of his choice, all his ſorrows ſhall be on 
her account,—But. what a melancholy, 
idea, hath intruded itſelf ! l. Madam de 
Martigues comes in. very opportunely to 
divert . 


From Madam de 22 | 


And alſo to aſk if you do not ad- 
mire her talents for negotiation. Ah! 
what a deal have I had to do! Madam 
de Sancerre and the Marquis de Mon- 
talais have put me out of all patience; 
an hundred times have I been going to. 
leave them to themſelves, and to have 
nothing more to do with them. 80. 


much reſerve on one ſide, and ſo much. 
| reſpect 
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reſpect and timidity on the other; two 
ſuch grave, mournful, ſtupid lovers! 
they dared not look or. ſpeak to each other; 
and yet, if you pleaſe,. they loved. one 
another to diſtraction: for now I have 
brought them together, and made them 
happy, truly, they are quite delighted. 
And how do you think the two ungrate- 
ful creatures have rewarded me, for this 
inſtance of my friendſhip? ſurpriſed me, 
as IJ imagine, into the ſigning of that 
terrible contract, —So, the die is thrownz, 
and I muſt accompany. Madam de San- 
| terre to the altar. This ſurpriſes- you., 
as indeed it. does me: but ſo it is. The 
Count de Piennes is quite out of his right 
mind, and is determined either to die or 
to marry. To ſave him from death, 
therefore, he ſhall be married; I have 
R M2 given. 
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given my word, my oatb, and the arret 
is irrevocable. —Poor Piennes ! he is going 
to ſuffer a great loſs; I was before his 
friend, and ſhall hereafter be his wife, 
what a difference! 1 really pity him, 
from my heart; and cannot look upon 
him as a huſband, without feeling a com- 
paſſion for him. I cannot, however, re- 
proach myſelf with having adviſed him 
to this fooliſh affair. On the contrary, 
1 endeavoured all I could to diſſuade 
him: but the man has ſo wrong a 
head !—Adieu. Congratulate me on the 
marriage of Madam de Sancerre, and 
condole with me on my own. | 
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You R letter gave me extreme plea- 
fure. Every thing you ſay of the Mar- 
quis enchants me. He alone deſerved my 
| beart! I was the only perſon deſerving of 
his! O my friend, this elogium is a 
very great one! To be deemed worthy 
of an eſtimable man, is to bear away a 
flattering prize; it is to enjoy the reward 
of virtues, the practice of which, how- 
ever ſeverely impoſed on us, is very 
difficult. | " 

The Marquis de Montalais is going to 
leave me; in order to ſettle his affairs. 
with the Count de Roye. This will be 
ſoon effected, as à mutual confidence 
and eſteem ſubſiſts between them. I feel 

M 3 a4lxeady- 
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a already a little uneaſineſs on occaſion of 
this abſence, but I will not indulge it; 
in order to diſſipate the gloom, there- 
fore, I will relate the -moſt ridiculous 
adventure, and communicate to you 
the moſt impertinent letter our ever 
heard of. Ls... 
I went yeſterday with Madam de Mar- 
tigues to the mercet's, to ſee ſome new 
ſilks; where we found a gentleman, a 
ſtranger, ſufficiently remarkable for the 
richneſs as well as the-taſte of his. dreſs, 
looking over ſome pieces of gold ſtuffs, 
none of which he liked, but talked a 
good deal, bought nothing, and quite 
tired out the maſter of the ſhop. 8 
Figure to yourſelf a man about thirty 
years of age, of a gigantic ſtature.; 
ſtrong · featured, brown complexion, of 
an 


— — 
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an open countenance, tolerably hand- 
ſome, with his hair ſtrangely diſpoſed; 
auk ward in his deportment, talking loud, 
expreſſing himſelf badly, and mixing 
ſome polite terms with a confuſed and 
mne phraſeology. | 

Madam de Martigues was highly enter- 1 
rained by liſtening to his:diſcourſe; with 
which ſhe entertained herſelf much, as 
well as with :the impatience and em- 
barraſſment of the-mercer, who was quite 
perplexed and fatigued; every now and 
then apologizing to us, that he Was de- 
' tained vy the gentleman. In theſe apo- 
logies he happened at length to mention 
our names; when the ſtranger ſtarted, 
and cried out: Madam de Sancerre] 
Mbo? What? the Counteſs de Sancerre! 
Then, throwing down about twenty 

| M 4 1 pieces 
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pieces of ſtuff, he came up to us, looked 
me full in the face, and leaning againſt 
the wall, remained inmoveable as a poſt, 
with his eyes fixed, and his mouth half 
open, juſt as if he had been inſtanta- 
neouſly petrified. | 
Madam de Martigues burſt into a fir 
ef laughter; at which the ſavage. did 
not ſeem) to be at all moved; as he laid 
me under ſome reſtraint however, I put 
off my. purchaſe to another time, and was 
coming away; when this very ſingular 
perſonage recovered himſelf, and hurried 
after me; preſenting himſelf with a low 
bow, and begging leave to have the 
honour, the permiſſion, the happineſs, the 
advantage, to hand me to my coach. Un- 
willing to mortify him by a refuſal, I 1 
ſuffered him to lead me to my chariot, 
FR 4 135 during 
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during which interval he pronounced 
ſome inarticulate words, mixed with 
exclamations: as, Madam—Enchanted ! 
Good God! who. could have thought it? 
Happy encounter! I was going —but all 
is changed. I ſhall have the honour—you 
will ſee ] cannot ſpeak, am n. 
| ftruck dumb with ovp. 
A very handſome vis-a-vis was in 
waiting at the door, ſurrounded by a 
number of Negroes in ſuperb liveries 
and rich caps. Madam de Martigues 
ſent to the mercer's, to enquire the name 
of this gentleman, but he did not know] 
ir. At four o'clock I received the fol- 
lowing aſtoniſhing letter. 


Letter 
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Tetter from Monſſeur de Morinzer 
to Madam de Sancerre. | 
*« Madam, 

They have ſuch a net way of 
expreſſing themſelves in this country, | 
that they frequently talk for;an hour, and 
ſay nothing. For my part I ſpeak in 
order to be underſtood. The fact is this: 
I love you with all my heart. I have 
twice made the tour of the world, and 
have ſeen women of all eountries, and all 
colours. But one might look in vain 
from one pole to the other for your equal. 
The lady who was with vou this morning 
is very pretty, and may laugh as much 
as ſhe pleaſes; but upon my word ſhe is 
not to be compared with you. But to 


buſineſs, 
J Jam 
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I am of a good family; but that I 
don't value. I have a great fortune; 
and that I ſet ſome ſtore by. Will you 
accept Madam of a huſband, who is 
young, frank, bold, honeſt, and is poſ- 
ſeſſed of ſix millions; with as many 
jewels as you can deſire, a hundred ſlaves 
to wait on you, and the moſt ſuperb 
palaces in the fineſt country in the world. 
A very ſpeedy anſwer, Madam, if you 
pleaſe, becauſe I muſt ſoon return beyond 
ſea! Speak fincerely Madam, and 1 
ſhall take my meaſures accordingly. 
An affair of importance has brought me 
hither, which regarded yourſelf in one 
way, and now regards you in another, 
This may not be very intelligible to 
you, but I will explain it. I have the 
| konour to be, Madam, with the. moſt 
profound 


c 
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. reſpect, and the moſt ardent 
paſſion, your very humble and obedient 
ſervant, 


Charles Morinzer. 


Your anſwer as ſoon as poſſible, Will 
you have me? or will you not? 
Say yes or no.“ 


Well, what do you think of this let- 
ter? Sure never woman of my rank and 
ſituation ever received the like: the 
writer is moſt undoubtedly a madman. 
Madam de Martigues dined here to day, 
and thought it would be pleaſant enough 
to write the monoſyllable No on a piece 


olf paper, and ſend it by way of anſwer. 


But I thought it would have been better 


to have ſent none, Adieu, my dear 
| Count, 
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Count, they want to drag me away now 
to the opera; Madam de Termes being 
reſolved that I ſhall not think or ſigh. 
Ungrateful creature! How did I permit 
her to ſigh and weep! She remembers 
nothing at all of that, 
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TRE Marquis de Montalais will not: 
return ſo ſoon as was expected. Marſhal 
de St. Geron, his uncle, is ill. at one of, 
his eſtates near Poitiers, and is anxiouſly 
deſirous to ſee him. The Marquis is, 
_ accordingly going thither, and his re- 
turn will depend on the death or reco- 
very of this old relation. 
Good God ! always ſome obſtacle ariſ- 
ing! always ſome trouble or other! I 
am very ſenſibly affected at this abſence. 
—tho? 1 ſay it to nobody but you. No- 
body elſe would ſufficiently ſympathize 
with me. Here again is that fooliſh ſea- 
monſter, plaguing me to death with his 


— —— Would you believe- 
that: | 
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that he has had the aſſurance to perſiſt 


ſix times to aſk admittance; he hath alſo 
juſt written to me again, I would have 
ſent back his letter unopened ; but they 
brought it. to me when I was with Ma- 


dam de Martigues : his ſtile, ſhe ſays, is 
enchanting, and immediately broke open 


the ſeal. It is aſtoniſhing that ſuch ab- 
ſurdities ſhould be addreſſed to me. Pray 
obſerve the ſtile, which is ſo enchanting 
in the eyes of Madam. de Martigues. 


Earn f om M. de Morinzer to Madam 
de Sancerre: 


© No!. You are very laconic, Madam; 


the French, it is ſaid, are a polite people, 


this anſwer. however is none of the moſt 
civil. You will ſoon be convinced that 


L deſerve a little more regard. I am not 


come. 
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come hither with the deſign of loving 
you: that, Madam, is a misfortune 
which hath happened to me ſince my ar- 
rival; and ſhould by no means excite 
your diſdain. 1 can inveſt you with a 
name and title equal at leaſt to yours. 
I don't mean to threaten you; but pray 
mark this. I am determined to marry 
or to ruin you; and I wiſh the one were 
as much in my power as the other. 

I deſire to ſee you, to ſpeak to you, to 
acquaint you who Iam. I am privileged 
to appear any where, and particularly be- 
fore you. Will you admit of my viſit? 
Write uo again, and you are ruined and 

undone : I ſhould be very ſorry for it, 
but I am a man of honour, and will act 
as I ought.” 


If 
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If this man were not mad, he is ſo in- 
ſolent as to deſerve puniſhment; but his 
head is certainly turned, ſo that he ex- 
cites my pity more than anger. But 
how can I leave this unhappy wretch to 
himſelf? Does nobody trouble their head 
about him. Madneſs, my friend, affects 
me with the ſtrongeſt melancholy, and 
ſuggeſts the moſt humiliating reflections. 
—Heavens! another letter— 

Oh, my friend! I am indeed undone! 
This ſtrange man is no madman; he is 
worſe, he is Good God!] is it poſſible ? 
At what a critical time What a horrid 
reverſe of fortune !—TJuſt as I was going 
to diſpole of mine—Read, read, my dear 
Count, and learn my misfortune, | 


Vor. II. - | To 
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To „ Madam de Sancerre. 

% No anſwer! No admittance ! pride 
diſdain! It is well, Madam! learn then 
what the apprehenſion of ſurprizing you 
obliged me hitherto to conceal. I re- 
peat, I deſerve your regard, your couſin, 
the ſon of Count d'Eſtelan, your mo- 
ther's nephew, was not formed to ſuffer 
your contempt. I give myſelf little con- 
cern about the deeds that give you a title 
to my eſtate; they may be annulled 
whenever I pleaſe. I can prove that 
Zabette died my flave, and not my wife. 
The whole crew of the ſhip which carried 
us to Africa, were Witneſs to her trea- 
chery, and ſaw her married to a young 
negro whom ſhe preferred to me. Ir 
was not in my father's power to diſin- 
herit me; his will becoming void, as J 

never 
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never committed the fault imputed to 
me. I am come to France expreſsly to 
ſet aſide this defamatory will, and it muſt 
be ſer aſide. You, Madam, who diſ- 
dained to give me an anſwer, what ſay 
you to this?“ 


Alas! my friend, ] have nothing to 
ſay to it. This man was very far from 
my thoughts ! He had changed his name, 
and I thought him dead. I muſt reſtore 
him the eſtate he demands. — My mar- 
riage, my happineſs, all is at an end.— 
Ah! wherefore did the Marquis de Mon- 
talais refuſe Mademoiſelle de Roye ? 
Ought he to have made a ſacrifice of her 
for me | It is I that have deprived him of 
thoſe great advantages !-—Oh, I am quite 
in deſpair. _ 
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AM I always to be perplexed, tor- 
mented and contradicted ! They will not 
let me ſee, or write to Count d'Eſtelan; 
but are adviſing in what manner I am to 
act. For my part, I know but one honeſt 
way, and that is to make him reſtitution. 
My friends, particularly M. and Madam 
de Termes ſtrongly oppoſe it; giving 
themſelves a world of pains in enquiries 
and conſultations. For moſt aſſuredly I 
ſhall not proceed to trial. What! diſpute 
with a ſon the inheritance of his father! 
Conteſt the moſt juſt and natural rights ? 
Expoſe the reputation of my mother ! 
See her memory inſulted and integrity 
called in queſtion by deſamatory libels, 

in 
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in which the moſt horrid falſities may be 
advanced with impunity ; and property is 
defended by lies and calumny ! My mo- 
ther will be accuſed no doubt of the vileſt 
ſeduction; reproached with having con- 
trived and dictated thoſe deeds, by im- 
poling on the judgment of a weak and 
diſordered mind. Did not even Madam 
de Kerlanes ſay that Marſhal de Tende 
and ſhe were connected? Did ſhe not 
look upon the will made in my favour as 
their contrivance? 
Beſides, my friend, ought not one's 
own heart to be one's ſupreme judge? 
Of what conſequence is the determina- 
tion of the laws, if one's own conſcience 
declares againſt it? Ought I now to ac- 
cept of the gifts of an irritated father? 
Ought 1 to aſſiſt his vengeance, and 
| N 3 | profit 
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profit by the determinations he made 
in the height of his anger? O no! Why 

then ſhould I refuſe Count dEftelan the 
reſtitution he demands ? Ir is a depoſit in 
my hands for his uſe; and how can I 
juſtly detain it? But in what circum- 
ſtances, good heavens ! is this reſtitution 
required ! 

Had M. d' Eſtelan returned before the 
death of the Marchioneſs de Montalais, 
it would have given me no concern. You 

know very well how little value I ſet up- 
on that vain ſplendour with which I am 
ſurrounded. I think, I can ſupport a 
ſtate of mediocrity, and hope it will not 
debaſe me either in my own eyes, Or in 
thoſe of my friends. But, juſt at the 
very moment when I was making diſpo- 
ſitions to transfer my fortune—a deed 
. of 
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of gift ready to be ſigned.—]s it poſſible 
to be deprived without regret, of the 
pleaſure of enriching thoſe one loves? 

I afflict myſelf, weep, and cannot be 
comforted, 1 keep the knowledge of 
this circumſtance as yet from M. de 
| Montalais ; but he muſt know it. O, 
my dear Count, could I foreſee, when 
he went away, that I ſhould ever end my 
letters to you again, with this ſorrowful 
_ expreſſion, prty me! | 


N 4 LET- 
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LETTER II. 


aid From Madam de Termes to the ſame, 

TRE intereſt of Madam de Sancerre, 
the happineſs of the reſt of her life, ab- 
ſolutely require you, Sir, to come to 
Paris. The part ſhe intends to take, is 


noble and generous without doubt; but 


there are circumſtances which induce 


her friends to diſapprove it. 


If M. d'Eſtelan were poor, Madam de 
Sancerre might divide the inheritance of 
her uncle with him, or even renounce 
it, if ſhe pleaſed; but it is a very rich 
man who wants to ſtrip her ofa fortune on 
which he ſets little or no value. Madam 
de Thore, Madam de Comminges and 
Madam de Thianges went to ſee him 

yeſterday. 
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yeſterday. M. de Termes and Count de 
Piennes have ſpoken to him ſeveral times 
on the ſubject; but he is the moſt un- 
reaſonable creature in the world. He 
will hear of no accommodation without 
his couſin gives him her hand. He is 
come, he ſays, to France on purpoſe to 
annul the teſtament of his father; it be- 
ing improper that an honeſt man ſhould 
be diſinherited ; ſuch an act ſuppoſing a 
grievous fault in the ſon ſo deprived of 
his inheritance. He would not have any 
ſuch falſe teſtimony therefore ſubſiſt 
againſt him. Theſe two-deeds are diſ- 
honourable, and were deſigned to affect 
him, as the huſband of Zabette; now 
the huſband of Zabette is at her ſervice, 
he will produce him. If his coulin 
- pleaſes, he will indemnify her by mar- 
| | riage 
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riage for the loſs ſhe may ſuſtain; other- 
wile he will proceed at law, and take all 
advantages the law will give him.” 
The moſt ſtrict probity certainly allows 
Madam de Sancerre to make a juſt de- 
fence : the laws authorizing her ſupport 
of the will of her uncle; the point in dif. 
pute not being a patrimonial eſtate, but 
perſonal effects acquired by the teſtator. 
The letter from M. d' Eſtelan to his fa- 
ther proves his committing the theft, and 
his carrying off the young negro, and alſo 
his marrying her. 

Nothing but your influence, however, 
on Madam de Sancerre can induce her to 
engage in a proceſs, the notion of which 
gives her ſo much offence. 

Very happily M. de Montalais is ab- 


ſent; who being much in love, naturally 
diſintereſted, 
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dilintereſted, and anxious to be made 
happy, is very capable of cloſing with 
her opinion. Satisfied with the poſſeſſion 
of her heart and hand, he would chear- 
fully go and fhut himſelf up in the Coun- 
try with ſo agreable a companion: but 
we who ſhould loſe her, will neglect no 
means to preſerve her fortune, and keep 
her with us here in Paris. 

Come, Sir, come without delay; you 
owe this proof of your real and ſincere 
attachment to Madam de Sancerre, to me, 
to all thoſe who compoſe a ſociety, whole 

affection for her is ſo well known to you. 


LET - 
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TR E affectionate concern of Madam 
de Termes, her vivacity, with the ſtep 
ſhe has ventured to take, oblige me to 
diſpatch a courier, ſix hours after the de- 
parture of hers, to beg of you, my dear 
Count, not to return as ſhe deſired. 
Such a journey might be inconvenient to 
you, and would be uſeleſs to me. I have 
feen M. d'Eſtelan, and perhaps ſhall ſce 

him again. What a man a perfect ſtranger 
to the cuſtoms and manners, of the world, 
as well as to reaſon, decorum and every 
thing elſe. He talks, cries, raves, liſtens 
to nothing, comprehends nothing, but 
has got a notion in his head, about which, 
after talking ever ſo long, he finiſhes his 
N dif- 


oP 


- 
- 


Counteſs de Sa GERNE. 189 


diſcourſe, without knowing what he ſays, 
or means. Inconſiſtency and contradiction 
form the baſis of his character. Tur- 
bulent, paſſionate, furious; never miſchie- 
vous but always inſupportable; noble, 
compaſſionate, liberal, and even generous; 
he is altogether a being totally new to me. 
Adieu, my courier is ready, and I will 
not retard him. I ſhall ſoon tell you 
more. 


LET. 
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I HAVE juſt received a + Gam the 
Marquis de Montalais. Alas! how it afflicts 
me! He is ſtill ignorant of the chagrin I 
kave met with; and indulges himſelf in the 
Pleaſing hopes of our approaching union 
| — And muſt I renounce him! after the 
mutual declaration of our ſentiments hath 
added new ſtrength to my affection. O my 
friend, how delightful are the charms of 
ſuch a confeſſion, of the reciprocal deſires 
of two hearts thus united into one. After 
having loved with ſo much ſorrow, and 
when I love with ſo much joy, ſhall we at 
laſt be parted ? ſhall welive aſunder? Alas! 
we muſt. For ſhall I unite the Marquis 
to my ill-fortunes ? —But nothing is yet 
determined. I ſhould 
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I ſhould have ſeen M. d'Eſtelan on 
Tueſday laſt; but Madam de Termes 
deſired him from me to delay the viſit 


ull Thurſday: and in order to ſecure me 


in the mean time, accompanied me to my 
ſiſter's at Nevilli z where the firſt perſon 
we ſet eyes on, was the very Count, en- 
gaged at play. I had hardly entered the 
ſaloon before he ſaw me, and riſing up 
with precipitation, overturned the table, 
and pulhing rudely againſt every body 
that ſtood in his way, he ran to meet me. 
Ab ! ſaid he, it is fhe, it is ſhe! Then 
calling out to my ſiſter as loud as he 
could bawl, he went on, © Here, my lady 
Marchioneſs, come hither, ſpeak to her; 
you promiſed me to ſpeak to her; adviſe 
her to love me, to marry me, and make 
herſelf happy; never will I give her the 
leaſt 
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leaſt cauſe of uneaſineſs, no, never.” In 
ſay ing this he ſeized hold of my gown 
and one of my hands; pulling me tow-erd 
the terraſs where he ſaw my ſiſter, In the 
way I dropped my fan, which he haſtily 
took up, and kiſſed it with ſuch violence 
that he broke it to pieces; at which he 
laughed, and ſeemed to think himſelf 
alone in the preſence of twenty people, 
whoſe extreme ſurpriſe at his behaviour 
gave him not the leaſt concern. 
I defired Madam de Thore. hoe we 
might go into her cloſet; whither we im- 
mediately retired; this abſurd man hav- 
ing faſt hold of my hand all the while. 
Our affairs, Couſin, ſaid I, are very eaſily 
ſettled. We will have no law-ſuit toge- 
ther So much the better, cries he, inter- 
rupting me, if we are of the ſame mind, 

: matters 


8 
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matters may be readily arranged. You 


ſeem quite reaſonable and kind; this is 
charming. By heavens, you' are a fine 


woman! You wanted nothing but to tee 
and talk to me. Well, and you conſent 
then? - Les, Sir, reſumed I, I acknow- 
ledge your right, and am far from deſir- 
ing to conteſt it. Tour demand is juſt, 
and to-morrow, if you will, my ſteward — 
Your ſteward! ſaid he, your ſteward ! 


What have we to do with him? If you 
acknowledge my demand to be juſt, you 


will of courſe grant it; conſent to marry 
me, and the affair is at once ſettled. You 


_ confound two objects together, Sir, ſaid 


I, which ought to be ſeparated: I am 
talcing now ſimply on the ſucceſſion of 
my uncle, and ſhall not hear any thing 


you ſay on any other ſubject, No! cried 


Vo. II. . he; 
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he; then I abſolutely refuſe to hear any 
thing about that damned fuccefiion : what 
have I to do with wealth and eſtates? do! 
demand of you any thing of that kind? 
I want to annul an act which impeaches 
my honour; of which, if the will did not 
make mention, I ſhould Jet it ſubſiſt. 
But if you will beſtow yourſelf on me, 
you ſhall loſe nothing; on the contrary, 
1 will add to your advantages; whereas 
if you determine to hear nothing I have 
to ſay on this ſubjet, I will come to no 
accommodation; I will have nothing to 
lay to your ſteward, My lawyers ſhall 
ſpeak: to you: I will proceed at law; yes, 
by heav'ns! 1 will go to law, and we 
ſhall ſee the event. 
For what ſhould we go to law, return- 
ed I, when I have no diſpute with you? 
There, 
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There, faid he, addreſſing himſelf to my 
ſiſter, do you hear, ſhe will certainly 
drive me craſy; then turning to me, he 
went on; © Madam, I ſpeak to you ſin- 
cerely, and am really plain and honeſt in 
the affair. Mark this. I ought to have 
my father's eſtate; this you agree to; 
very well, You will reſtore it me, you 
ſay: but that is not the point: it is ne- 
eeſſary that I ſhould compel you to it; 
my honour requires, that I ſhould be re- 
inſtated in my patrimony by public decree. 
If you will accept of my heart and my 
whole fortune, I will find means to con- 
ciliate that affair; if you will not, I again 
repeat, I will liſten to no terms of ac- 
commodation whatever. I will com- 
mence a ſuit againſt you; I will fer about 
it to-morrow morning; and you will 

: _ doubt- 


. 
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doubtleſs. be ſatisfied, when you have 7 

compelled me to give you trouble. 
| You give me indeed more trouble,cried 
I, than you are aware of: your return has 
deſtroyed all the bappineſs I promiſed my- 
ſelf, has embittered all the pleaſures of my 
life. He looked at me ſtedfaſtly, and after 
paufing a moment, Jou are attached, 
jaid he, to your fortune, and will do no- 
thing in order to preſerve it. What is 
the ſucceſſion of my father? I would af- 
ſure you mine, if you deſire it. Then 
throwing himſelf on his knees, my dear, 
my charming couſin, ſaid he, do not re- 
proach me with giving you trouble, I offer 
to be your friend, your lover, your huſ- 
band. Can I ſay more? you diſtract me; 
you rend my heart; endeavour to love 
me; they ſay you are ſo very good, to 
"FM whom 


Counteſs de Sa N ERRE. 197 


whom in the devil's name is it you are 
good? Are not we near relations? is it a 
ſtranger that courts j our favour? Speak, 
anſwer me, can you love me? will you 
marry me? I ſhould be very forry, 
anſwered I, to give you deceitful hopes. 
No, Sir, no; the diſpoſition of my heart 
is contrary to your defires, I can never 
be yours. 

It would be impotlible for me to tell 
or deſcribe to you his rage, his exclama- 
tions, the reproaches he made my ſiſter, 
for ſtanding filent, his complaints of my 
cruelty and obſtinacy. After exhauſting 
himſelf in this manner till quite out of 
breath, he went out like a madman, and 
this morning 1 received notice of his 


going to commence his ſuit. 


1988 LT rEAs of the 


My friends will have me abſolutely de- 
fend it; but 1 cannot determine to 
do it. The affair is very embarraſſing, 
he thinks his honour engaged in having 
the act annulled, by which he was diſ- 
inherited, and which is unlukily referred 
to in the will. This circumſtance alone 
induces him to ſet aſide the will. At 
leaſt ſo he tells every body. In ſhort he 
makes a demand of what he will not re- 
ceive. Where will this proceſs carry me? 
When may one hope, it will be deter- 
mined? I have written an account of 
the whole affair to M. de Montalais, 
whoſe: anſwer will — my procee- 
dings. 


1. BT. 
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] HAVE juſt now received a letter from 
the Marquis de Montalais; I would ſend 
it you, if I could deprive myſelf of the 
pleaſure of keeping it to read over again; 
or if J had time to copy it; but I have 
hardly time to Write to you. 

How tender and affectionate is his let- 
ter! how replete with all that nobleneſs 
of foul which diſtinguiſhes his truly great 

and ſuperior mind! Alas! my dear Count, 

can a paſlion fo delicate and diſintereſted 
be deſtined: never to be happy; but to 
penetrate my heart with laſting regrer ? 
The Marquis thinks exactly as I do, 

with regard to the right of Count d' Eſte- 
lan: the loſs or gain of the proceſs car- 
„ rping 
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Tying on againſt me, therefore, is treated 


very lightly in his letter. At the ſame 
time, he is ſurpriſed at the unaccountable 

diſpoſition of this relation of mine, and 
cannot conceive why he ſhould refuſe to 
accept the offered reſtitution.” The point 
of honour, to which M. d*Eſtelan is ſo 


much attached, ſeems to him very 


frivolous ; as he reſides by choice 
above three thouſand leagues off. He 


does not think this affair ſhould retard 
our union; we ſhall be ſtill rich and happy, 


he ſays, if I conſent to quit Paris, to live 


with him, and ſpend my days in a peace- 


ful and agreable retreat. In what colours 
doth he paint the delightful pleaſures of 


à life of peace and ſimplicity; of a con- 


nection formed by the ties of friendſhip, 


_ eſteem and love! He lays beſore me all 


thoſe 
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| thoſe genuine and real bleſſings, which 
are to be found in nature and in our- 
ſelves; invaluable bleflings whoſe charms 
are fully diſplayed to us by true philoſo- 
phy! But, my dear Count, it is neceſſa- 
ry before we taſte and enjoy them, to be 
aſſured that we give them the preference. 
It is neceſſary to fix the too fickle mind, 
and prevent the inceſſant change and diſ- 
ſipation of thought; it is neceſſary to put 
a total check to one's natural inconſtancy, 
the ſource of laſſitude and anxiety. 
If I liſten to the diftates of my own 
heart, and yield to the deſires of my lover, 
have I nothing to fear from the conſe- 
quences of time and reflection? Can this 
man, ſo eminently diſtinguiſhed among 
his equals, be formed to live forgotten 
in the obſcurity of a diſtant province? Led 
OR by 
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by a noble ambition to make himſelf ca · 
paäable of filling the firſt offices of ſtate, 
he hath indulged the hope of arriving at 
the higheſt dignities: his family and 
merit have laid open his way to ſuch ho- 
nours. And ſhall I divert him from their 
purſuit? Shall I check him in his carreer? 
Can a man of but two and thirty years of 


age depend ſo much on himſelf, as to be 


ſecured againſt the regret and chagrin 
that may ariſe from a life of ſolitude ! 
The Marquis de Montalais hath a ge- 
neraus heart; and will never reproach me 
with-the ſacrifices he may have made to 
me; but it is very poſſible he will think 
of them. The ſlighteſt gloom on. his 
countenance would make me apprehen- 
five that he repented in ſecret: when- 
ever he looked grave 1 ſhould think him 


ſorrow- 
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forrowful, and ſhould accuſe myſelf of 
having made him unhappy.—Alas, if I 


| ſhould once loſe the power of making his 


days happy, I ſhould be nothing to him 
Yet, can I renounce the Marquis de 
Montalais! Can I have harbour'd ſuch a 
thought ? Can I have mentioned it? Can 
lever have the reſolution to do it, or to 
tell him fo l— : 
But I am interrupted by Piennes, who 
has brought two lawyers with him, How 
he plagues and tires me with his advice 


and conſultations. Madam de Martigues 


alſo makes me quite angry ; for ſhe vows 
and proteſts ſhe will not marry if I ſhould 


loſe my cauſe, She will live with me, 
ſhe ſays, and ſhare her fortune with me. 


Such a declaration, you may be ſure, af- 


flicts the Count de Piennes; while it ex- 


cites 
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cites in me the molt affectionate emotions 
of gratitude. And yet her reſolution af. 
flicts me: Good God!] is it not Enough - 
that I am diſtreſſed, and perplexed about 
my own ſortune; that my ſituation mult 
be rendered ſtill more wretched, by 
having the happineſs of others made de- 


* 


pendent on mine. Adieu. 
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I Shall . go diſtracted; Srioully 
I am afraid I ſhall. That ſtupid creature 
cannot be brought to liſten to reaſon. 
After faverati interviews, half a ſcore let- 
ters, twice as many quarrels, and the in- 
effectual interceſſion of my friend, a law- 
ſuit appears inevitable : and this being 
once begun, it is impoſſible co foreſee an 
end to this unhappy affair. 
The Marquis de Montalais is expected 

every moment in Paris, —Good God! 
| bow his return alarms me. If my couſin 
ſhould hear of our egagements; if he 
| ſhould dare—He is ſo rude, ſo boiſte- 
rous !. Again, if the Marquis ſhould 
take umbrage at ſuch a rival—O, my 
friend, 
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| friend! I have a thouſand misfortunes in 
view, more terrible than my own ruin. 
I have written to M. d'Eſtelan this 
morning. I know very little of the law; 
But I make uſe of every method to bring 
about an accommodation.— have made 
propoſals to him; which will probably, 
however, be of no effect. Oh! he hath 
juſt ſent an anſwer to them. — I have 
not yet loſt all hopes. See what he ſays: 
From Count d Eſtelan. © 
« Tt-is very well, Madam: you will 
have your ends of me; I have to do with 
mighty pretty ſort of people: Away with 
all hum- drum, or babbling lawyers — 
They talk to me of months, of years One 
would think from them it muſt needs take 
up a long time for the courts to decide a 
queſtion which a child might reſolve in a 
duarter of an hour. . I am 


1 
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I am ill; the air of this country does 
not agree with me, I am beſides tired and 
perplexed to death. You will kill me, 
and yet you ſay that I diſtreſs you. But 
after all, what have you to complain of ? 
love you. That is all my fault. I will 
obey. your commands,- and come to you 
immediately. I know nothing of your 
deſigns, but I am deſirous to give you 
ſatisfaction. If you were but willing, it 
would be very eaſy to adjuſt our diſpute— 
Really for a good-tempered woman, you 
are very obſtinate, * 


I know not what to make of this, my 
dear friend, but! am terribiy diſtreſſed. 
I hope from this letter — he is tired, he 
ſays. Ah! ſo much the better. If he 
ſhould take it into his head to go away, 
in 
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in conſequence of it. But ſomebody is 
coming. It is he — 
Nine o'clock in the evening. 

Alas! alas! every thing is undone — 
that imprudent Madam de Martigues — 
What buſinefs had ſhe to break in upon 
us, juſt at the very moment in which 
this ſtrange man began to be ſoftened | 
To what miſchiefs her indiſcretion hath 
expoſed mel He now knows that my 
affections are fixed on another, and is 
enraged to the laſt degree {—T tell you, 
all is loſt.—Then the Marquis de Monta- 
lais is on his return :— if they ſhould ſee 
and ſpeak to each other—Oh, how | 
dread the conſequence ! That cruel Ma- 
dam de Martigues! 

M. d'Eſtelan came in, fat down. and 
was filent ; —_— much chagrined 


and 
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| and fatigued. By my order, Raimond 
preſented him with an account of the 
ſtate of the effects which compoſed his 
father's fortune; and alſo of the manner 
of their being employed ſince his deceaſe. 
Take away your papers, ſaid he, I have 
ſeen enough of them, for theſe two days 
paſt. The devil confound the laws, and 
the lawyers too, who only ſerve to make 
them more tedious and obſcure. Curſe 
on the inheritance; 1 with it were at the 
bottom of the ſea. 
On this, Raimond took away his pa- 
pers, and went out; when I began to ſpeak 
to him in a mild and friendly way. He 
interrupted me, but not rudely. You 
are an enchantreſs, ſaid he to me, you 
make me miſerable; and yet, in ſpite of 
your cruelty, I cannot hate du. Why 
„„ 2 did 
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did I come to France: Why did I ever 
ſee you? I that was before ſo contented 
and happy! always chearful; always en- 
tertained! and am now ſo gloomy, ſo 
melancholy I would not treat one of 
my ſlaves with ſo much inhumanity as my 
neareſt relation treats me; and for what 
reaſon ? Becauſe I offer her my heart, my 
eſtate, my life; becauſe I renounce every 
thing for her fake! But ſhe does not, ſhe 
cannot, love me; ſhe can ſee me die with 
chagrin without the leaſt emotion, with 
the greateſt tranquiilty, becauſe truly the 
diſpoſitions of ber beart And after * 
J muſt have patience, 

In ſaying this he wept, till his tears 
choaked his voice. I was moved, and 
really pitied him; as I judged of 

his forrow by my own. It appeared to 
3 me 
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me that his violence of diſpoſition, the 
natural impetuoſity of his deſires, and 
the habit of gratifying them, muſt be 
very painful to him. One is eaſily af- 
fected by the evils of which one's ſelf is 
the occaſion ; the tears ſtood in my eyes 
in ſpite of me; while I endeavoured to 
ſpeak, but could not utter a ſyllable. 

M. d'Eſtelan obſerving that I wept, 
ſtarted up, with great emotion, as if out 
of his fenſes. It is well, ſaid he, afflict 
yourſelf, pity me, to compleat my de- 
ſtruction; then walking haſtily to and 
fro, would to heaven, cried he, I had 
died ten years ago. I begged of him to 
compoſe himſelf, to fit down and to hear 
me; at the ſame time holding out my 
hand to him, Couſin, faid I, I am very 
far from hating you; your perſiſting in 
Fg 
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the reſolution to marry me, being the 
only objection to the friendſhip I ſhould 
be glad to ſkew you. Renounce this de- 
ſign, and ſuppreſs an ineffectual inclina- 
tion. Do not ſo cruelly torment a wo- 
man who —1 torment you! I torment you! 
(cried he in a fury) and cruelly too! Do 
not, Madam, ſay I am cruel, I cannot 
bear that. I am good humoured, ſuſ- 
ceptible, and even complacent, when I 
am not provoked.— I torment you! you 
muſt be a very woman indeed to ſee 
things in this light. Then without giv- 
ing me time to make him any anſwer, 
Madam, ſays he, let us endeavour to 
agree, and ceaſe to torment each other. 
If the half of my fortune be not ſufficient, I 
vill put you in the poſſeſſion of the whole. 
Lou ſhall be miſtreſs of it while I live, 
V and 
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and after I am dead. You ſhall diſpoſe 
of my effects, of my inclinations, of me— 
is that enough, do you underſtand me? 
Will you give me an anſwer? Speak, tell 
me, do you accept them? Then taking 
another turn acroſs the room, with his 
hands before his face; ſhe will not ſpeak 


to me, exclaimed he, ſhe will not ſpeak 


to me! She does nothing but weep, and 
ſays, that I diſtreſs her! 

Then coming up to me again, he threw 

| himſelf at my feet; begging, weeping 


and repeating : © My lovely, charming 


couſin, pray, love me; only ſay, that you 

have a little friendſhip for a kinſman that 

adores you; ſay, that you would love him, 

if you could: I will do every thing you 

could wiſh; I will give up my patrimony, 

put a ſtop to the law- ſuit; even tho? my 
5 honour 
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honour engages. me to proceed in it—F 
will renounce every thing to oblige you. 
Speak, command me, I will ſign my re- 
nunciation, I deſire your heart, and not 
my father's eſtate: can the ſmalleſt mark 
of your friendſhip and eſteem, be thought 
too much to purchaſe it! Only ſpeak your 
pleaſure, Delighted to ſee him fo much, 
ſoftened, I was going to profit by thoſe 
happy moments, when the door ſuddenly. 
opened, and in burſt Madam de Martigues. 
Well, ſays ſhe, is every thing agreed on? 
does he liſten to reaſon? Have you ſettled 
the affair? When does he go about his 
buſineſs ? . 88 
1 Madam, ſaid he, what buſineſs. 
is that of yours? Give me leave to tell 
you, Sir, replied Madam de Martigues, 
it is Racer, for you to take away the 
Lady's 


ET. 
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Lady's fortune; it is too much to teize 
her with your odious converſation and 
your ſavage paſſion. Love, to be ſure, 
muſt become you mightily! Seriouſly now, 
do you think it poſſible for any body to 
love you? If Madam de Sancerre even were 
not actually engaged by promiſe as well 
as inclination, to one of the handſomeſt 
men in the world Engaged! cried he; 
promiſed ! What does ſhe ſay ? Madam de 
Sancerre engaged! Is ſhe married? 
Why, pray, Str, replied Madam de Mar- 
tigues; might ſhe not diſpoſe of herfeif 
without your conſent? She ovghr, ir 
ſeems, to have waited for you to diſpoſe 
of her! But, Sir, as I was the perſon 
who engaged her So then ſhe is married! 
repeated he, Married! why not, con 
tinued ſhe, did not I tell you that made 

„ the 
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the march ?—It is impoſſible to give you 
the leaſt idea of the tranſports, the rage 
and fury of M. d'Eſtelan. He flew into 
the moſt violent paſſion with Madam de 
Martigues, who ridiculed, rallied, and 
provoked him to the higheſt degree. It 
was in vain I endeavoured to make her 
hold her tongue : I could neither cheek 
the petulance of the one nor. moderate 
the anger of the other; in the mean time 
they did their utmoſt to pique each other 
by their expreſſions, till the Count left 
the houſe in a rage, ſwearing, threatening, 
crying, half choaked with paſſion. Ma- 
dam de Martigues remained triumphant, 
highly delighted to think ſhe had driven 
him away, and firmly perſuaded ſhe acted 
right in telling him every thing : nor could 
I convince her, that ſhe had thrown me 


into 
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into an embaraſſment, from which I might 
have happily cleared myſelf without her 
aſſiſtance. 

Good God! what will become of me! 
The Marquis de Montalais is expected 
every inſtant - my couſin enraged, and in- 
formedof—I am diſtreſſed by the moſt ter- 
rible apprehenſions.— Heaven prevent my 
fears — And this is all occaſioned by the 
_ officiouſneſs of a friend; it is Madam de 
Martigues, who hath thus reduced me 
to deſperation, —Adieu! pity me do I 
| fay that to you again? Alas! I fear I ſhall 

always have cauſe to ſay ſo. 


rere 
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Qu: CK, quick, let me inform you.— 
I diſpatch a courier on purpoſe—Oh, that 
he had but wings !—Am I in my ſenſes? 
Am Lawake? Is it not all a dream? Is 
the Marquis de Montalais here? Yes, he 
is, and is laughing and talking with 
Madam de Termes. What an air of ſa- 
tis faction! M. d'Eſtelan —my poor cou- 
fin ! tho? I muſt pity and reſpect him 
Who could have thought it? — Well, 
but I will moderate my emotions. —I 
can't, I can't, my heart will flutter— 
Neverthcleſs I will tell you. —Be attentive, 
my dear Count, I charge you be attentive... 

About eleven o'clock this morning, 


"_ alone in my 3 afflicting myſelf 
| . with 
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with the moſt diſtreſsful ideas, I received 
a letter from Count d'Eftelan. I trembled 
to open it: but on reading it could hardly 
believe my eyes. Judge of my ſurpriſe 
by the ſudden revolution it made in my 
ſentiments. Read yourſelf and ſhare in the 
pleaſure I enjoyed. 30 

Letter from Count d Hſtelan. 

Your friend is very impertinent, but 
that-is not your fault. You are then en- 
gaged— Heaven grant me patience and 
moderation, for I ſtand in great need of 
it. If I could think—Burt, for once in 
my life, I will reſtrain myſelf.— Vour friend 
is indeed very inſolent and provoking ! 
But, you are kind, charming and gra- 
cious, even in your refufal. You are my 
relation, and it is not for me to make you 
unhappy. —!t is for the fake of another 

you 
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you wept.—No. matter; I find myſelf in- 
capable to afflict you. I am going away 
preſently. If I ſhould ſtay here, I could 
not forbear quarrelling with your lover, 
or your huſband, I know not which: 1 
am glad I don't; for that would make a 
great difference, and might carry matters 
too far, | 1 
It is neceſſary for me to depart. If I 
ſhould kill this man, you would not love 
me a jot the better; and if he killed me, 
it might part you perhaps, and I ſhould 
be ſtill no gainer ? You would deteſt my 
memory, that is all ; and your abſurd 
. friend would ſay I behaved like a fool. I 

am going, therefore, I tell you, I am 
going this inſtant. Adieu, my charming, 
my amiable, my too amiable couſin. If 
I ſhould ever ceale to love you too well, 


I vil . 
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T will return, in the hopes of being your 
friend. Yes, Madam, you are an adorable 
woman : but, as for that little fury, your 
friend, I deteſt her from my heart. 

Deign, Madam, to accept a ſmall proof 
of my affection. So near a relation may 
3 with propriety offer you theſe trifles.— 
Good God, is it poſſible that you ſhould 
love another! 1 was told you was 
made up of coldneſs and indifference: 
F hoped—But we will drop the ſubject: 
tho? I am afraid, I ſhall never be able to 


drive you from my remembrance, Adieu 


Madam; Adieu, my charming couſin ; 
by my foul, my heart is breaking.—I 
leave you, and ſhall ſee you no more. 
Oh no, never ſhall I fee you again, for I 
hall always continue to love you. 


9 curious 
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A curious enamelled cabinet accom- 
panied this letter; in which J found a 
formel renuntiation of my Uncle's eſtate. 
Two ſuperb diamond equipages; an 
aſſortment of pearls, of the fineſt water, 
a quantity of rubies, emeralds and pre- 
cious ſtones. I could hardly believe my 
eyes, at firſt, but imagined myſelf under 
ſome agreable deluſion. Is it poſſible, 
ſaid I to Madam de Termes, that this re- 
nuntiation and theſe jewels are real? 
don't my ſenſes deceive me? She ſent 
immediately for the Count, who was 
gone out jult as I received the letter. 
I had hardly time to ſatisfy myſelf of 
the reality of this viſion, when the Mar- 
quis de Montalais enterd the room. I ran 
to meet him, and flying into his arms, 
was bold enough to preſs him to my breaſt. 
Oh 
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Oh Sir, cried I, we ſhall be happy! we 
ſhall be happy! burſting 1 into a flood of 
tears for joy. 

Madam de Termes explained to ik 
the cauſe of my tranſport, by telling him 
the circumſtances that occaſioned it : on 
which the Marquis paſſionately replied, 
It is enough, ſhe loves me! this aſſurance 

is ſufficient to compleat my happineſs. 

Ah! what are all the riches in the world 
compared to the certainty of being be- 
loved by her? | 

You ſee, my dear Count, how much I 
regard you; when juſt after the return of 
a lover, — yes of a favoured and adored 
lover, I write to inform vou— 

From Madam de Marligues. 
To inform you of what ? perhaps ſhe 
can't tell; ſhe is ſo bad a manager of her 
Fab affairs! 
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affairs ! What would become of her, if it 
was not for me? To fall a crying, and turn 
up her fine eyes to heaven, alas, that will 
do nothing. In two words, I have ſettled 
the matter myſelf. And now my meaſures 
have ſo well ſucceeded, behold M. and 
Madam de Termes gravely examining 
their propriety. The Marquis de Monta- 
lais and Madam de Sancerre cannot deter- 
mine whether they have been right or not. 
In fact, no- body here has common ſenſe, 
but * Ade = Cr 3} 


% 
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8 — the 3 of the Counteſs de Sancerre. 
The return of M. de Nance putting an end to the 
correſpondence now communicated to the public. He 
arrived at Paris on the very day of the happy mar- 
riage of his friend, and was witneſs to that of 
Madam de Martigues. Nethwith/landing the d. 4 
firence of their characters, theſe two amiable Ii 


] men have made their huſband; «qually happy. 
= | THE END. 


